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A MASTERPIECE OF THE CENTURY: ART WITHOUT FRONTIERS 

\ 9 • ♦ 

On a splendid summer's day* around / 1979* I called on my dear fric 
John and Myfanwy Piper at Fawley Bottom Farm House* by Henly on 
Thames* in the company of the Associate Editor of Poetry London 
New_York.John* who was expecting us, was already at the door 

of the/§£5ffi$£ ±tiKkxa gi^g£S^gRlBrSldfi^8k!R| Hfraer^* 

? crfst^maAs or MKdKxk/fxxaxkxniix/coktage which he and Myfanwy 
hxdxfeKRHxhxdx'feran.sfKrmxdxKXEKxxHarlyxxfixxxdRKxdHXX had transform 
over a period of nearly five decades* into one of the warmest and 
friendliest of .yet anpther/mas® ?i crIHlm|r{*axxHixxgK^x{hx5x r * 

3cxlHVEXXXXXt;XKgXXltxhXSXbKKIIXBiyXXXXXXi:RgKXliHXf HKlXgEXdxXHXkkKXK 

From pre-war days, I must confess,5 have always considered John 
AND Myfanwy as modest ke£k craftspeople KixgsmxMX like the 
fehsnyxEux anonymous craf.smen of/^8^&?it5?i§I?'^if?Cds of India. 

xhxEhxkhRx2axkxHxSaIiEry:xxsxKRi:KhEat:xHgx>j3«d-eP''i.ad‘Sy : 7noA'cm 

imi& The greatest Indologist of the Century Ananda K.Coomeraswain; 
mentor of Eric Gill( another craftsman involved with the printed 
word rmd/i£agSS r lnK 1 iEaxi®H K ss/M/®SftlS x lSSB? h ! , 8e relationship 
of religion to the workman and to art)hadn his Why. Bxhibit_Works 
6f ha 
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i3. B.C. TO FEATURE POEM ON CEYLON . 

Tmfabi arrived in Ceylon comlete- with a 
recording machine to record for 3.3.C. 
poems and features about Ceylon for broadcast . 
in the Third Programme in the D.B.C. 

H e had ether assignments too to write 
for Vogue,The ne* statesman LondonObserver 

V.grld Review and Leader. 

Sis commentts to the reporter were that 
Poetry does not., pay 

He had personally lost 3800 pounds as 
a publisher in 1936. "But one cannot consider 
the money altogether lost because it went 
towards publishing literary efforts which 
otherwise might not have senn the light 
of day. 


.t was important for him first to visit Ceylon^agan . 
to* Tambimuttu is tired of what he cal ?; S f his 

nj.dwifery" and is hoping to devote much more o. 

kim- to his own writing. 

I completely uhbiassed view of the importance of 
rambi is given by Kenneth Rexroth in a new antho gy 
nublished in the United States. He writ 
Speaking as an oriental with perfect confidence 
in his non-European background, he was able to 
marshal a 'history' of Western civilazation in 

terms of causes, diagnosis, pathology, ^^insight 
behaviour and prognosis with a cogency and inslgnx 

;» !».*■ e ° u “^dsrs:t- 

For all the years of the war he pub . 

verse and the newest verse in Eng ?; an ^' ' ff ent 
Tambimuttu th picture might have been differen , 
mote like America , where the generation that 
came up during the war is still struggling 
hearing." 


$ 'i* It' 0 **'-' 
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PREFACE 


The second sex i S a mystery to Claude, as it is to most 

U3 ‘ “ iS Wlth ^ h ° pe 6f lifti *g the veil that 

shrouds this Seat of Love as th* 4 - . 

' as ohe poeus have put it, that 

this work was undertaken. 

' Jf thi. work 1. of the slightest use to him in the purest 
his favourite pastime, the q uest of the elusive Whole, that 
the Vedantist, have amply explained, his friedd, the humble 

this book was specially published on 6 February 1954 

' I! 2is“ "I 6 “ SUWe " ^ ^ and pit-falls 

O uh.ch cess-pool of iniquity he is betaking himself 

on pressing business. If he sbonia i 

' should alwa y= keep this talisman 

th hl ° 8nd emergencies, and do nothing 

naughty, without reference to it, the author, hi, friend 

guarantee, that it will be a sure prophylactic, panacea Id 

loll IT “ 811 tUSSle ” da ~ a 
n rigues in thpt dreadful city. 

“■* Vat3ya7aM MUnl th * —t be excercized, even 

as you do a horse. But you can't flog a dead one said Guru 

Shakespeare to his people// referring to the English climate. 

excercise, and the situation is fraught with 

anger^ unlike ln England. Which i *.v 
. s ie reason I have prepared this 

allsman or garland of verse, to keep him in go0 d health and to 
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ward off all cholic, r 

dyspepsias, agues, 6U °^^ 

vitamin ^iclencies, ™ 

hypertensions, over-sexed ness „ ' mPalr6d 

Covers, nl shtolub ' “* t0ri ‘ 1 chlorosis, 

atigue, eye-atrain etc. etc. etc. etc. 

Tambimuttu 


New York, 6.2.54 


vO»V|^ L_,o\I ^ ^T« 




1. LOVK IS 3UFRKMB 

1 . 

When through th© urgency of great love 

Cornell begin to do anything, 

To place obstacles In their path 

Evsn the Maker is al'raid. 

Tr.frora the Sanscrit of Bhartriharl (7th Cent.) 
by the author and vJ.V.Vaidye 

2. 1NTERH 0SATION 

Answer me, smart youth, 

The sugarcane Is crooked -- 
Is Its juice not straight? 

The arch of the eye is not straight — 

Are its looks crooked? 

The line of the teeth’s jagged — 

Is the smile crooked? 

The shape of the banana Is ai’ched — 

Is the taste dull? 

The lips are not straight — 

Are kis?e§ crooked? 

x he moon ia not straight — 

Is the moonlight crooked? 

My fate is, contorted — 

Is my love crooked? 

Tr. from the Kannada of Oari (Feathers) by 
D.R.Bendrc (contemporary) - by the author and 
K.Raghavenclra Rao. 
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•SHE IE MODEST ASD NOT TOO FORWARD 

On one pretext and another she makes visible parts of her body 
And then from xafcbcx modesty quickly covers them; 

Gives toe a glance In which love is olearly there 
And then in a second withdraws it. 

When I look at her she dares not meet my eyes 

/h-rbL* 

And he**#* yet/thAt I will look at her again. 

Yes, there is love in her heart and yet 

Dares not relax her hostile state. 

Tr. from the Sanscrit of Chandraswamin 
by the author and G.V.Valdya 

2 . 

Half her heart filled with love for her spouse 
And half with mddesty; 

One eye directed towards his face 
And the other to the la ttlce-v/lndow; 

One foot resting on the bed 
And the other on the floor 
She is unable to remain there 
Standing, or to go away. 

From the Sanscrit of Dhoyleka. Tr. by the author and G.V.Valdya 

3. 

This my lotua-eyed darling^ 

Screened from view in the mango-grove by tender ffsilscg* leaves^ 

And speaking of something, in words that are not quite clear. 

Fills my heart with a great eagerness. 

Bhaskara, 9th Centxiry. Tr. from the Sanscrit by the author 
and G.V.Valdya. 





My beloved, appearing from behind dark- odour ad 
Plantain-leaves* and making herself visible to k©^ 


Gladdens ray heart, ,1ust as the crescent noon aaps&rlng f-*'om 
behind clouds^ * 

Gladdens the chakora # texldt bird. 


Translated from the Sanscrit of Jayedevn (12th 
by the author and G.V.Vaidya 


Century) 


* An Indian partridge which is supposed by poets to feed on 
moonlight, as the lover drinks with his eyes the radiance 
of hi 3 beloved's face. 





m. THE STARTLED 3YHJJ OF DOKS 


1. MfiETlNO AFTER 38PARATICH 

When I said "You have grown vary thin," 

SHr 

¥<m/oarae end clung to me, 

"Your clothes ere bedraggled," I said 
And she hung her head down. 

When I said "I can hardly see you," 

Her hams® great bosom heaved, and she wept. 

When I embraced her 

She was KKnfKWKdtIatitoKan** confounded with indescribable love 
And in an instant the doo-eyed girl 

'Sas completely merged in my heart. 

Tr. from the Sanscrit of poetess Marula 
by the author and O.V.Vaidya 


2 . 

In dark girls I see your bodyj in the startled looks of does 

your eyes. 

In the moon your cheeks. In liquid peacock plumes your hair; 

The play of your eye-brows, in the delicate rippling of 

rivers, 

0 a/4 

But never have I, alas, 'fiery one, found/these in one place 

before. 


Tr. from the Sanscrit of Kalidasa (4th to 5th Cent) 
By the author and O.V.Vaidya 




t2' ths MOCNaFACS 



ls ovR^shaped^without^ngularltleo 0 SifhT* 1 U 


4 

Shall I enter your body? 

° r 3na11 1 8WRllow your ladyship whole? 
After a long ti™ I g.t tau* JOU baok 

I aa at a lo»s, really, what to do. 


Lotua-Kyad, atop, please, f or a moment 
fying-up beautifully those looks of hair, 
for my eyas hava baan firmly rlvetted there, 

1 have bean niem&r extricating them the whole day. 


FuU of the sweetness of honey 

Your/ words please my ears, o my darling, 

And refreshed are both my eyes 

UJ your i>aoe the Shared* moon’s reflection. 


0 man 8° blossom in Cupid’s shape 

'' ith 1<>vel y «y es stretching to the ears 
Either going after capturing my heart? 


narchy a reigning here, don’t you think? 

i? Sanscrit of Kalidasa (4th 
hy the author and O.V.Vnidya. 


5th Century) 


a Ihis season stretches from October to November# 




“ SMALL EARS FOR A SM ALT, FAC a: 
A BlG FACET*-- fc 


EARS 

— -.P SMALL KAitM/ALSO FOR 


C IRIK A* 5 EARS 


Brahma, the Creator of the Universe 

Formed Glrlka to rnch perfection, aa had never been; 

He found to hla surprise that she excelled 

By far, the beautiful ones, all^of the three rorlds. 

He jut down his blesaings on her forehead. In writing; 
began end snded his legend with a "Sree"# 

In Telugu, and th© "Srees" were her ears. 

ohat wonder then they had not the shadow of « imperfection, 
tad spelt out Immortal glory for her without t blemleh? 

Telugu of 

Urgent) K^ >rl ^ g ** RaM Ra J a Bhushana 
1 n 0entJ th « author and R.Appalaswamy 


irSSs?s 

"Sree"resembles a whorled ear. ^ Ch 


Telugu character for 



ABOUT HER WAIST THREE FURROWS IN A ROW, LIKE CIRCLING 
BILLOWS GO.... 

1 . 

Blessed are those, who seeing the figures of women with 

big, unsteady eyes. 

Breasts thick-set and heavy with the flush of youth, 

And the three fair folds clearly circling their bellies, 

f •/ c nr l < (( 

Don't let their minds be/m^v-ed by Bmotion. 


2 . 

XXX 


Tr. from the Sanscrit of Bhartrihari (7th ^ent.) 
by the author and G.V.Vaidya 


LOVELY 


YE 


TbY CONSTANT 


MARRIAGE WITH PEARL S, THE BRKASTS LOCK/gE*3«x jMjfai 


1 . 

One should set up one’s abode, either on the river Ganges 
Whose waters have power to wash away ail sin. 

Or on the twin breasts of a young w*-iA**L. 

Which look lovely, with a pearl necklace. 


Translated from the Sanscrit of Rhartrihari (7th Cent.) 
by the author and G.V.Vaidya 


2 . 

Your tied-up hair looks like Yogis, who have restrained their 
passions; your eyes which seem to extend even beyond the 
ears are , wise men who have mastered the Vedas;* 

Your naturally white teeth set in your mouth seem, as it were, 

±HX5 xxxi HRtxn&axna a a x k $ fchxsutiR as many twice-born Brahmins; 

Your big breasts which look beautiful by constant marriage with 
pearls seem, as it were , in constant nearness^/wfcteh men who 
have found salvation. 

And yet, in spite of your body’s association with all that is 

, c(at> -f-uwi'-o 

tranquil, 0 lovely one, it/ugL*»4t<&s our minds. 

Translated from the Sanscrit of Bhartrihari (7th Cent.) 
by the author and O.V.Vaidya 

3. i have never seen a necklace op pearls 

•'Never have I seen a necklace of pearls 
Though I have very often heard of it.*' 


•a-Soriptures. 



- 2 - 


I called to my darling and I Bailed at her. 

She smiled: and a necklace of pearls appealed! 
££kKxtefMm fey r.a&xx edx ««xal xhmis x Ixa adexy a.txs«€*R?ii: 

"The beauty of rod coral have I not yet seen;" 

And I pointed out the coral reefs 
That aro the ie d lips of rsy darling. 

'’They say there arc no thornless roses;” 

And I look, in silence, at my sweetheart’s cheeks. 

"Tell we, There is the marvellous lotus 
That blooms both day and nightt" 

I don’t speak, but point to my darling. 

"Who sculptcsd thin exquisite statue of love?" 

I don’t cares I only know she adorns my heart. 


Tr. from the Assamese of Laxminath Bezboroa 

by the author and Birinohi Kumar Bcrua ( 19 th Cent 





”vTf-M^ FAHT3 OF HSH BODY AR£ COMPARED ‘IQ A LOTUS 


"'""S'XjeeT “ y ° Ur 8ye ” a 1Utl « “d shatter blue lotus 

‘ OUt yoUr lower X1 P a little, pale coral before it; 
r-eveal your body a moment^saws darken gold before it; 

Look up a little, and let two moons shine in the sky. 

TV \l r °™ the Sanscrit of Rajasekhara, Karly loth Cent 
by the author and G.V.Vaidya 7 ent * 


Bathed by the sunshine and having a very red glow, 

with innermost anthers lit by rays reflected from your teeth. 

Your mouth, dear one, is definitely a lotus, 

■*hy not* then, a black bee sipping honey therein? 

Youthful lady, while sipping honey from your lower Up 
1 wish 1 were the King of Serpents, with a thousand kk» tonguea. 
-.robicclng you I wish I were Banaaura with a thousand arcs. 

And seeing the whole of you I wleh 1 were !ndra with a thousand 

^““anSVnSya 01 3 “—tr. by the author 


Your face, 0 beautiful one ia an open white lotus 

A a 

. nd your lower lip xstk^open china-rose; 

iour two eyes are blue lotuses, 

four body is a lovely conjunction of flowers. 

Fr °V5!vuS£ rlt ° f K *lYanopadyaya. Tr. by tho author and 



Coming to me quickly, beloved? with eyes beautiful as 
a blue lotus 

Twine your tendril-like dainty arms round my neck ; 

Or coming from kak3a± behind with soft steps 

Co vox" both my eyes with yowl' delicate leaf-life hands, 

Tr. from the Sanscrit of Bhaskara (12th Century) by the 
author and G.V.Vaidya 

5. The trembling corners of her eyes as if of blue lotuses made; 

her eye-brows of ripples of water ; 

Her face as if from hundreds of moons; her limbs from 
lotus-stalks; 

h/y\*.4\ 

Her touch from sandal- palate; her smile as if from dew-drops; 

And yet the max’® remembrance of he r£< caaa®**- a throbbing 
burning. Is it that, she was mode of fire? 

Tr. from the Sanscrit of Kshemondra (11th Cent.) by the 
author and G.V.Vaidya 

6 . 

Strange indeed is the art of stealing you have 3 b arnt 
0 nimble-eyed; 

In bx*osd daylight, and when they are wide awake 
You steal men’s heai’ts, and 0 fx*om a distance! 

Look at me, once more? girl. 

With eyes long and tapering like a lotus petal: 

"S« have heard it long said, that in this world 
Poison’s an antidote to poison. 

0 lotus-eyed 1 ±bJekk one? listen 

To the slander that's being spread about you: 

Throughout the world, your face with the moon 
Is being Btas ijc&jmu* linked by foolish people 


Ycrnr face, my darling, is like a lotus. 

And a lotus-bloom is like your face. 

Ah me, if ever you hide in a drift of lotuses 
How on aarch shall I CSnd you? 


When will I be hovering like an attentive blajce/ bee 
Over your face, maiden, that is like a lotus bloom, 
fthidi has your lower lip for its dark petal 
And is adorned with the anthers of your teeth? 

Translated from the Sanscrit of Rairoopaka by the author 
and G.V.Vaidya 


7. 

Seeing on the banks of the lake 
The smiling face of a maiden; 
a nd in the water of the lake 
A blossoming lotus; 

In their greed for honey, this swarm 
Of silly hinhk black-bees 
la flying to end fro 
Between the two. 


Tr. from t.ha Sanscrit of Jag anna the runclit 
by the author and O.V.Vsidya 



yj EYSS lies fishes, w i th their long flashing glide,, 

1, GIRIKA (From Vasucharltram) 

The soles of Girika's feet are pink and smooth as coral, 

And soft as the first red shoots of leaves. 

Her face rivals the moon in brilliance, 

Has the loveliness of a lotus in full bloom. 

Her cheeks like the hemisjoheres of night's scented globe, 

Q^iite breathe the odour of light camphor. 

Her eyes petailed quick, thick as lotuses, 

Have the flash of leaping fishes. 

Her twin breasts two pitchers of the purest gold 

Spell beneficence for our whole planet: 

And high too as the temples fcf the Bhadra Elephant. 

Her hair suggests the thick folds of rain-charged clouds, 

And hypnotises xi like black Cobra with spread hood; 

Her fair form has all the properties of gold, 

And every inch of her yeilds champak odours. 

T0l\igu 

Tr. from the fcsau&K&it/of Rama Raja Bhushana (16th Century) 
by the author and R.Appalaswamy. 

2 . 

By your looks from those eyes glancing like fish 
I have been reduced to this pitiful condition. 

Tell me then slender one, why the smile with the whiteness 

moonlight? 

You are only grinding over and over again, what's already 
ground to powder . 

From the Sanscrit of Vidyapathi (15th Century) 

Tr. by the author and G.V.Vaidya 


ass or a face? 




Is It the moon, the lotus, 
Is it paired lotuses, twin 
Are these mated axfcs birds. 


reflection in 
fish, cair of 
t -’ r o no s eg ay s, 


gl 
arrows, 
golden 


or two eyes? 
Jars, 


Is it a lightning streak 


or breasts? 
star, golden creeper. 


°r a maiden? 


1'r. f rom the 
^7 the au tho 


Sanscrit of Bilhana 
r and G.V.Vaidya 


(11th Cent.) 




7Jlossr Lir is ras jtikjtaht cr a flower 


The lower lip is specifleally mentioned by Indian poets. 
It ia the lower jb&tal in certain flowers that bear the 
nectaries; whence the recurring Image of bees sipping 
honey from u woman’s mouth.) 


Her mouth whose lower lip was time and time again screened 



by her little finger 


And from which came her words of refusal; 

Mouth of that gjr 1 with lovely la 3 hes curving away from her 
shoulder, 

Somehow raised up by me, but xac 0 never kissed! 

Tr. from the Sanscrit of Kalidasa (4th to 5th Cent.) by the 
author end G.V.Vaidya 


Having £esk made your eyes from the blue lotus, your mouth 
from the red. 

Teeth from jasmin buds, lower lip from delicate foliage, 

And your limbs from champ ale petals, how Is it the Creator 

Fashioned, 0 my darling, your heart of £ atone? 

Tr. from the Sanscrit of Kalidasa (4th to 5th Cent.) by 
the author and G.V.Vaidya 


3 . 

Your lovely lower lip, competing with a fresh china-rose 
And like an opening flower — slightly parted with your smile. 
Attracting towards itself the steady stream of black bees of 
the young men’s eyes, 

Seems to ba stringing a garland of the amorous gestures of 
youth. 

Tr. from the Sanscrit of Jclachandra by the author snd G.V.Vaidya 



'2^air, like a swarm qp black bees 

1. X 

The fall of hair of the doe-eyed 
Juot risen from bed and holding it 
lightly gathered in the hollow of her hand 
.jearned like a thick stream of black-bees 
Issuing out of a Iwfcm* bowl^ . 

-fv 

Tr from the Sanscrit of VIdhitrapesllu 
by the author and O.V.Vaidya T 

2 . PRAVARA AND VARUDKINI 

Prcvara walked on, and blown on the breeze. 

He smelled the strong bouquet of musk, of camphor and betel; 

By the fragrance led, he held on 
And soon saw before him in a blaze 

Of beauty, a Gandhurva* girl as bright as lightning. 

Her eyes were many-petalled lotuses and she 
Had hair as black and sleek as bumble bees; 

-ike the full-moon her face, and her twin breasts 
"era matched 7/ell like a pair of chakravaka-tw* birds; 

Her navel was deep set and of flower-loveliness, 

In the full bloom of youth, and fair beyond all words. 

^*he was relaxed on a seat of marble 
Under a mango tree of thick foligge: 

Red skirt showed through white folds of 

"hit© muslin saree, and her hips were large and round. 

b_ 

•^Heavenly nyinphjf " ' - 

Wote separates the chakravaka birds KkiKhxkkacy &t night which 
they spend on opposite banks of a river uttering mournful orie 




% & 


- 2 - 


Tha skirt's red tinged the marble a soft red: 

She played the Vecna* pressed against her breasts. 

Moved with lightning motions, tapering fingers. 

Up and down strings that uttered heavenly music: 

>he sang with half-shut eyes, with concentrated passion, 

/b 

i*ith woman* a passion, looked In £ \ n *g 4Nnt man*s embrace: 

She played with wonderful skill, and as she played 
Her tinkling wristlets kept time, and notes came fast. 

And shimmered numerous as sunlit ripples. 

ihen she heard footsteps, and raising karx up her eyes, 

She saw coining the lover of her dreams, 

A lover out-Bhining Nala*Kubsra#in manly beauty. 

Har heart teat fast, her ayaa/i^^Atke lotus to the *omii, B 


xn a clutter of enamelled petals, and 0 her so round breasts 
swelled forth prickling the skin's ksxinixBc surface. 

And her whole being kindled, longing for love's embraces, 
ohe saw him, she rose, and hurried 

«ith rustling footsteps, and her anklets tinkled. 

Her hair cascaded down, her breasts quivered, and hips swayed 

with great grace; 

She sought the vantage of a tall and slender, smooth 

Areca nut palm in flower, and by its trunk 

htood all aflutter, and poured forth her eyes' light 

Into that river of white made by the God of Earth's approach. 

From M£^o^iti^ra by Allaseni Fe del ana (leth Cent.) 

Tr from the Telugu by the author and R.Appalaawamy. 

» Stringed musical instrument 
A son of Kuvera, the god of wealth. 


3.TH& SVKNI m 


Tha Cpaeen of Colours bit pink the face of the sky 
And it was evening, then. 

On the land’s edge the cloak of snow had carelessly fallen 
How and then rising to the wind. 

The full moon like the murunga flower was smiling. 

It was silver above. 

Stars like jasmine flowers. 

Were scattered in long black woman’s hair of night. 

The girl with big, round eyes, whom all desire 
W'&s returning home with a pot of water. 

The path to the well, like a frolicsome kitten, 

Asa following her, tangling her feet, and dropping behind. 
Cool windq? scented with rain, often let it go. 

A parrot freed from my heart was following hear shadow: 

Was unaware of what it vras doing. 


Translated from the Kannada of Qarl (Feathers) by 
D.R.Bendre (contemporary) by the author RUd 
K.Raghavendra Rao. 



%T| 1. HijH^aLANDrjR WAIST, ALMOST A VANISHING LI WE 


RADH/l MA33AGSS KRISHNA 


With beads of perspiration on her dheeks that shone like mirrors, 
Vvith the musk-mark on her forehead melted and streaming down; 

Aith the bracelets adorning her wrists tinkling time. 

And from her eyes' fountains a great radiance pouring; 

Under the burden of her b K asts, her slender waist swaging. 

Stormy like ocean, her bosom, with infinite love, and her 
waist-knot every now and than becoming undone, 

I,er shoulder blades shining, and plaited hair dancing by her hips. 
Her every sigh Ilk© the breeze, rising up to h igh heaven, 

Did H&dha with oil pressed fro® Champak flowers massage her 
Krishna 

To her heart's (content. 


from Radhika Santhw&na® by 
fr. from the Telugu by the 


the poetess Muddu Paleni (c.1765) 
author and R.Appalaswamy. 


1 . 




Youth, like aharat ,» season of the brighteset moonlight. 

Came out of every inch of Oirika’s beautiful form. 

The river of her childhood years sank under, 

bringing to view the boulders of her breasts; 

And on the golden sands of her shining belly 

Appeared three rippling lines, and in the middle. 

The navel suggested, a deep dark pool. 

And her hips thrust out like twin banks of sand. 

Frosi VRsucharitraa by Hama Raja Bhushana (16th Cent.) 

Tr. from the/^XMXjsactkxby the author and B.Appalaswamy 
Telugu 

2 . 

On her lotus-like feet I am like a black bee; 

On the sand-banks of her hips I am a swan; 

On the mountains of big breasts, a peacock; on her moonface 
a chakora;*-* 

And on the cloud of thick, massive hair, a Chataka.#*-* 

Tr. from the Sanscrit of Bilhana by the author and G.V.Valdya 


This season extends from October to November. 

** A kind of Indian partridge which is supposed by poets to 
feed on moonlight. 

«hm» A proud bird that will only drink drops of water from a cloud 
for which it thirsts with its beak open. 


LIKE VINES A KB TENDRILS 


0offline to mo quickly, beloved, with eyes beautiful 68 a 

blue lotus, 

?5rine ycmr tendril-like dainty arms round my neck; 
or coming from behind with soft steps 

Cover both my eyes with your delicate leaf-like hands. 

Tr. from the Banserlt of Bhaskara bv the nitKr.r 
and G.V.Valdya. y r,Ge euthor 


& • ON HKR FAG &# 

SsrftxthHX KHE H, x kh*xtal £K «, xr .«*i M * t<ra , j[ , x!txgiltS]IjxOT . Mxl!![is(iS 

Xoflay I »a, a golden creeper wandering about the clty-s suburbs 
end on It eternally blooming a marvellously wonderful lotus; 

'■ n tilat Hewer two block bees end obove — crescent of 

lunar fortnights eighth night* 

And on that noon a completely black cloud, brooding there 

night and day. 


fr• from the Sanscrit 
and a.V.Vuldya 


of Sri Vittoka by the author 


* i -becrooner represents a 
two black bees her eyes 
the cloud the dark heir 


'■ -y^V> ^oman, the lotus hsr face 
the crescent moon her forehead 
cf her head. 


P 
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jCj'Ll FAiaap swans, 
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1. NILA 

Now Nila’s speech grew sweet, suggesting the poet’s figure — 
Chattering parrots pecked the red fruit of her Il£s; 

Her braided hair was black and long like Rahu^,*the sky snake 
Come to devour the full moon of her face that outshined it. 

'The down of her belly was like a long line of bees, 

thick-swanning In file for the Suraponna blossom of the navel; 

Her feet were paired swans, moving with slow grace; 

She sang of these changes to herself, aware herself — 

For full of youth was she, and knew the authority of her own 

charms: 

Her breasts were full and round and firm out-thrust, awake, 

awake, 

Like gold lotus buds out of the depths of heart-desire’s 

quiet lake. 


From Radhlka Santhwanam by poetess Muddu Palani(c.1765) 
ir. from the relugu by the author and R.Appalasw&my. 

2. Ail ALYA 

i-araswathi herself, and the other goddesses of heaven. 

Seeing the new maiden, wished they had be*n men. 

Ahulya stood, shame-facedly, and, with tapering fingers, 
nS Bho ^ranged her hair, her byes poured streams of Jet; 

•>nd when the maiden gncovJM&y moved her feet, Jsa-Ct. 

*he snow Whit* swans mfoioh are the mounts of Brahma 

t,x If Ma.±. 

’ : er9/cwmr^ftWiy overcome by her matdhlees walk ^ 

. to 

‘ i±oh lar excelled their own; and knew not how hide th.ir shame. 

From Afealya Sankrendanaw by Venkata Kriahnappa Nayaka 
(18th Cent.) Tr. from the Telugu by the author and 
H .Appal as wamy. 

Swallowing the sun and moon Rahu the dragon is the cause of 

eclipses. 






'yJf lwXiM'S A 3NAKS 



1 


They Shatter with a man. 

And look at another with fond gestures; 

In titieir kjtaxfcx minds think of yet another. 

Who then is loved by woman? 

Bhartrihari, ?th Cent. Tr. by the author and 

O.V.Vaidya 

2 

By their graceful gestures, by unctuous smiles, bashfulneas, 
hesitation. 

By their 3ide-glances from half-opened eyes, faces turned 
aside, 

By their sweet chatter, jealous bickering, and playfulness. 

By all these things, have women besom® the shackles of man. 

Bhartrihari, 7th Cent. Tr. by the author and 

O.V.Vaidya 

3 

Whirlpool of doubts, as it were; home of immodesty; city of 
rash acts; 

Collection of faults; entirely made of hundreds of faults; 
breeding-ground of suspicions; 

Impediment blocking the entry to heaven; gates to the City of 
Hell; wicker-box containing all delusions; 

Who made this woman-machine composed, as it were, of nectar 
as well as poison,sole snare of all creatures? 

Bhartrihari, 7th Cent. Tr. by the author and 

G.V.Vaidya. 
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^Ofi SQILST A FID CLOTHES 



SEE SR2BAL PROCESSION OF THE FT NO A»m nmrcw A vr» 

IH THE WOMEN’S APARTMENTS *’ tUEEN ' A!iD CONFUSION 

On. lady who hold her hair in her fingers for knotting it, when 
ehe went towards the window did not bother any more, though 
th® flowers In her hair were falling; 

Another lady whoae servant held her foot in her hands, painting 
it, withdrew It and walked with quick steps to the window, 
staining the whole way with marks of red lacj 
Another lady having oollyrlumed her right eye, made straight 
for the window leaving the other eye Undone, and still 
holding in her hand the cnllyrium-stick; 

While another lady gazing through the lattice didn’t bother to 
tie the knot of her garment which had become undone, when 
she walked towards it; but holding her garment with her hand, 

x*with bracelets whose shine gilt her navel, she stood still 
8.3 before; 

Cne lady’s waist girdle, only half s tmg with jewel., was 

reduced to a mere string wound round her thumb when quickly 

she got up and walked with puzzled steps, the jewels dropplrg 
out cne by one. 

"kilo'another lady who suckling her child placed him on the floor 

ln hnBte &nd went t0 the window, was so overcome with the flow 
of milk from both breasts that it sprinkled the window-sill. 

From the Raghu Vamsa of Kalidasa (4th to 5th Cent.) 

Ir. from the Sanscrit by the author and G.V.Vaidya 


:h ig 



2 . 

Struck by their feet* adorned with anklets and dyed with lac 
iiven an,unliving tree puts forth flowers; 

i’jc-t 

I&NHfrt/with perspiration from their bodies 

If any man is unmoved, that is truly a miracle! 

Tr. from the Sanscrit of Kshemendra (llth Century) 
by the author and G.V.Vaidya 

3. FSAGOCK-FSATHBR SYS 

0 who has to the peacock given 

His feathers lit with lustrous eyes 

Which shed heart-moving gleams of heaven? 

And uh en he spreads his tail fanwlse 
And dances with such wonderful grace 
Does not in vision ln*wfc4riMty rise 
x he beauty of Lord Krishna’s face? 

Sleek and mobile hues that crowd 

/ Steeps 

-'hen sunset^/e^ee^s through folds of cloud: 

Of sapphires, the liquid blaze: 

The glintings and luminous replies 

I 

Of girl’s collyrium-painted eyes — 

Of all rich tints, the essence is 
Caught fast in peacock-feather eyes. 

(next stanza overleaf) 


*The chtonpakf tree TPlumeoria) is supposed to blossom when a young 
woman paints her feet with iiut red lac, puts anklets on them, 


and strikes it with her foot. 
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0 proud, blessed peacock-feather ©ye 
That rose in peerless abandon 

From Krishna's twisted knot of hair _ 

In his romance you had your store x 
rVhat breath-taking images crowd 
In your each fresh-revealing aM«e 
— Of his shrill irresistible flute-notes 
-- Of beautiful women on whom song dotes! 

Tr. from the Telugu of Chenta Deekshitulu 

by the author and R.Appalaswamy 


vnly in words i© std their tall talk of renouncing sensual 


pleasures. 

These learned men whose mouths are full of what they have 

/K 

vwsm&j/ heard; 

•>ho is it has ever been able to renounce the haunches glinting 

with ruby-set girdles, 

'--x women whose ©yea resemble blue lotuses? 

Tr. from the ^enscrlt of Shartrihari (7th Gent ) 
by the author and G.V.Vaidya 


5 . 

/ ru 

^Doe-eyed women with hands^we-ket with/p***t© of fresh end pure 

santal; 

The mansions with flowers and fountains washed in the moon’s litghi 

light; 

Jasmine flowers, soft winds and a beautiful terrace on the 

palace top; 

4 II these help in summer to increase intoxication and love's 

passion. 

Tr. 1 rom the Sanscrit of Bhartjjihari^by the author and 
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£> . 

With face lovely as the moon, as if made of raoen-atones, 

With deep-blue hair, as if made of sapphires; 

«ith palms of her hands, lotus-coloured, made of rubies, 

She scintillated as If she were ado of Jewels. 

Tr. from the Sanscrit of Bhcrtrihsrl 
by the author and O.V.Vaidya 



Sven new I remember her on her beds 
Her body distilling a fragrance of musk 
Mixed with the ciardy essence of santal: 

Whose eyes while she was kissed 

Like two birds inserting beak into beak, 

Looked beautiful, with their lashes 
Shut fast,Fre'sxedxfcagarkh-xK, in her ecstasy. 

I still remember her at the great moment of love 
Her slender shape and restless eyes; 

Her body balmed with musk and blend of saffron, 
Her mouth with camphor-scented betel; 

And 0 her lovely lower lip! 

Bilhana, 11th Century. # 



WOMEN PLAYING WITH A BALL 


Clearly do I see, 0 ball, your intention 
Set on contacting the lower lip of that young lady. 
Since struck by that feminine red-lotus-like hand. 
You bound back to her, again and again. 


Keeping her breasts* covering, slipping down time and again, in 
its place , 

And in its proper place each ornament that was in disorder; 
Singing softly one song and another, running higher and thither, 
She is driving forward the ball set with jewels. 


Her breasts made visible with their covering slipping down; 

1‘highs charmingly visible wi th their garment upwards flying; 

Her limbs* beauty seen to advantage, by jewels on her body thrown 
in disorder -- 

Hqfce and there wandering, with each step, she makes the hearts 
of youths also to wander. 

-* T ran sTe- fe e d- 


from the Sanscrit by the author and G.V.Vaidya 
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Prom your hands’ touch, 0 celestial one, this ball fired 
with great affection. 

And as if begging for leave to flirt with you falls first 
at your feet; 

And taking your side-glances for your consent to it, 

The ball now further tries to kiss your mouth. 


First holding in her hand her dress become loose, her 
girdle dropping off, 

Then with her chin swung backwards, pressing over the 
shoulder, the 3kirt of her dress, 

^his maiden, with tossed flowers in her hair, thick tresses 
dancing^ as she whirls about easily. 

With her whole body sweating, is playing at her sweet will 
with the ball. 


Holding the ball in her hand which looked grimy like the moon 
overpowered by her .face’s beauty, 

Slightly inclined her head?]? through bashfulness and curiosity: 

Who is it, she has made the receiver, of those long side-- 
glances? 

Springing from eyes vieing with blade of golden champak, 

- tip darkened with black bee on it? 


These sports of the doe-eyed, skirts dancing free, at 
each turn, braids disarranged. 

In rthlcto, every time the right hand i3 tossed, the bracelets 
make a great din; 

Panting, blurred words from lips; heads of hair shatter 
with ball thrown nimbly to hands of the other side, 

And garlands of flowers swing free - 

-Such sports of the deer-eyed, playing with a tall, give 

a lot of amusement. 


Shanmasika-* 


Translated from the Sanscrit by the author and G.V.Vaidya. 
S 
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/Vili 


NARRATIVE POETRY 


(VS 


THE PICKLE*SLICER 


J-he pickle-3licer went home to his wife 
And said "Darling, you know how all my life 
I worked at the lovely pickle-factory 
r And brought you pickles, pungent and savoury." 

"Yes, dear," the wife said, "they c S me in handy 

1 ^ he P dckled cucumbers and sgg*±anfcsxfxx egg-plants from Kandy; 

But I think a bicycle-pump would be handier, 

I And darling, a Jap dildol would be dandier!" 

Stop fooling, wife," said the pickle-slicer 
"They've gone and fired me today, the bloomin’ geysers!" 

| " WHAT! " said the wife > "youve' worked there for twenty years 
You've never been late, and you've always cleaned yor ears 
And what's more, returned the rounds of beer^, 

Waht'n'erth'for did they do it, dear!" 

Darling, you know the pickle-slicer, I work with 
All my liie I’ve wondered what would happen if 

I I put my WHAT-NOT in! Well today 
I went and did it, hooray! hooray!" 

What, what," the wife cried, let me see IT 
!s it hurt, is it injured? Is It split?" 

Oh misery, show it to me. Butch, 

«« it's magnifleant and 

iy man, jekiaxickaftje it's whole,/scnAxnot a scratch!„ 

I I'-?® 11 me ’ whfit happened to the pickle-slicer-?" 

Oh, they fired her too, the bloomin' geysers. 


T 


CLAUDE DE VAUX MliviLLE 






From " f'he Science of Love” 

After embracing the beloved, according to the teachings of 
scholars, 

file lover should kiss her on the cheeks, eyes, lips and neck. 

/ 

When the husband offers his lips to his wife, who is angry 
with h5.m. 

And she disdains to kiss him, but lightly brushes his lips 
with her own. 

That is called the Restricted Kiss. 

When the women unites her lips with her lover’s, he kissing her. 

And she through shyness is unanswering, with trembling lips. 

That is called the Kiss of Quivering Lips. 

While the shy wife, with closed eyes, covers her husband’s 
eyes with her hands 

And kissed him, that is what is known as the Stirring Kiss. 

While standing or sitting beside her, he takes her chin in her 
hand s, 

xnd xk±xs x sxkimyx kha x x i axydi a kxiKxkHKWRxx sxkhscxSi tKxingx 

And the lower lip kisses: that is what the great poets call 
the Kiss Indirect. 


r.- .-■s.t,^ rm^^’'--^'' .. ^-TO^aiiw^^ 





And when the husband come home, after an absence of some time. 
Finds his sleeping wife alone? in a secluded place, and gives 
her a sweet kiss. 

By the great poets it is called the Awakening Kiss, and is 
the sweetest of all kisses. 


Tr. from the Sanscrit of Vafcsyayana (l3t Cent. A.D.$ 
by the author. 




^y [HSLiaiOTIS 3QMQ8 

(a) NaUTCH GIRLS* SOMJS 

_ /-’he lovo of Radha for Krishna is the moat po-ular cult in 

India. The physical aspect of love in it is endowed with 1 .!] 

ilth the Are ^atorla *of Surens ^ * the’Oita aovinda^f® o n ,°°' raon 

is-p^swss s 

S°aSs"S?e uni£! Tto 1 ^ If R “T ° f 2nd 

but endows it with a spiritual significance'?* 6 3<>X 1,r ° n rell 6 1 ° n . 

songs of the temple-dancers or deva +•*, 

typifies the human soul that longs for sniFlSif^KTT. th V ln f er 
following deya-dasl soni * « htr ir.Ltn spiritual oxiss. ihe aaw*t 

classics. Hla‘ao'His^wm the Lst popular i£°South”lndlf Sr ° 
sung and acted by dfcncing girls. 1 couth Indla^and were 


vy heart friend, will you tell mo who this mischief-making 
youngster is? 

A> 1 lBJ ln b8d h6 ° na0 t0 He ' “ a with’hia bow, .hot » with a 
shower of softest flowers 

* 

And so the unrest In my heart* 

The young fallow boldly crashed into the house in br«rd daylight, 
Held ate very tight for a moment only. 

Bit my lip, and ran off with the speed of an arrow. 

heart's friondy does he think I'm his for Ilfs? 

Ke came and I oould net resist his great commanding voice, 

he eet my heart floating on the honey stream of his words. 

Sith his amorous kiss hs burnt my lips, 

*nd left me utterly alone, and unfulfilled. 

it nothing mop® than hie butter-stealing* boylthness? 
does he think I'm Mka easy sheperdeesea** he ill-uses to 
his heart *scontent? 

ipeeit 



0 Love, I laetve dyed myself in the tints of the Mountain-Lifer ’ o^love, 
\rd dipped my bodice in the five colours, for I am going to the dance; 
'•hero in the dance, the dunce, my Master will meet me, doffing his mask 

* 

The moon will perish, ths sun will perish; and so will perish the 


Wind and water will also perish; the Indestructible be unchanged. 
Of constant devotion make you s l«mp, placing the wick of the mind 


From the lasts bazaars of love bring oil, end it will burn both day and 


the doer ones post letters 


But my Darling lives in my heart, and 1 neither arrive or depart. 

* 

Buying windad wined;? ray friends are drunk, but I am drunk day and night 
I live no wore with my husband’s mother or my own. 


The true 'Teacher* s word is now my faithful companion 


0 this house belongs neither to You or me: 

For Mira*# has dyed herself in the love of Harl! * * * 


Stabbed i 


of love, of love, 


one to draw water 


urine 


»y heed 


ditcher 


thread 


he poetess herself. 

Another nemo for Lord Kr Hahns 
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I go wither ho pulls ns by the string. 
0 Mira’s Lord, Oiridhar Wagor,* 

So beautiful is your dark facet 

4. 


hlO \.tC+ 

1 ia© I 


Lite Sail 


jsrsoo 


jiver since ny eyes sew the darling of Handa,* C mother. 

This world, and the further world, have lost their charge for rae. 
On his head a peacock crown glints like the moonlight. 

And charms the lodgers of these worlds, with the saffron spot on 


add iscl 

|? 

a a ozLi i 
i J T;r.ii v 
LSt 
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;n evii 

j« fp 

:rf aids 


2 3‘lf *| 


1 htrJQi 


hi» foi'ohead. 

His cheeks shine with the the glinting of his ear-ringsj 
His eyebrows are curved; and there is the itsark on his brow. 

In his eyes is a spell dhich makes the wag-tail, the black boo. 
The fishes, end the young dear, all forget themselves. 

Shapely is his nose, end his neck with three lines on it; 

In the role of a miming actor, he looks so beautiful. 

Aed like the Mraba fruit &re his lips, eyes red as morning. 

His laughter is so soft and melodious, 

— And his teeth of pomegranate flash like lightning. 

'^rlnlceta make a belt for hi a waist 


Ui4 SI 

CIO:', bid 
9t! ? 

nod yat! 


And tinkle melodiously. 

0 to each single limb of the Mover of tho Mountedn bovarrdhana 

Mirabal gives herself as offerlngl 

Translated from the Hindi of Princess Mirabel (c.1516) 
by the author. 
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(c) SC?ra/ TO KHISHSA {contemporary) 


Love, 

x«tM n L * ff> 

ftater of a stream, ,fin tlie 3® nt ly flowing 

0 Player on the flute!* 

And ray 1 *heart-bests* oh?n^~ ntefi ' th6 ' I5cuntrf -n-breeze, 

Lovei::^ to «■»• 

"Ti^kl\Xi7 lta echo 

A» cn a (UU-Mon nlsht 

^ set-tide £u,*K' kl „ it. ^ / 

TP - f ” m th * Hlndl 0f W-ahnandlM Datala ^ the autho 


** Krishna. Ho i 


s mostly represented playing the flute 








You are delicate like a pink cowrie that the flower hands of the 
ocean have deposited on the shore 

And I am afraid to touch you with my passion lest you crumole like 
an earthenware pitcher under the wheels of the juggernaut 
in which Our Lord visits the bazaar 

So let me hold you in my hand my Naya like a heap of pomegranate 
seeds that I am reluctant to eat because they are beautiful 
to look at 

And let me twine arcu nd you like the flame of a giant creeper 

that clings in a delirium of happiness to the bosoir. of a tree 
in the jungle 

For I want to have you Ntya, delicately in m£ blood, like the 
spices that breathe impalpably in. the Moorman's muscat and 
his sherbet wine 

And I want to breathe and throb and live and die with you in 
a loneliness 

For you are the dark oil within the bowl and I the wick 

And how shall I ever burn without you? 


Tambimuttu, Ceylon, 1936 
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Can you hear my heart beating at your window Naya? 

You say it is only the monsoon rain 

Did you not know I was the vi nd and the clouds and beetle^black 
d arlme s s 

Before I w fi s born? 

Can you hear the murmur of v/ater slipping among the peacock 
reeds my Naya? 

Do not tell me it is only the stream 

For I was a sun-kissed stream in the mountains before you 
were born 

And I know it is my love tkakisxd that is deep. 

Can you feel my lips on your lotus feet my Naya? 

I was also the dev/ in the grass 

And when you sleep among the hot-mingling grain and the sun-spurts 

Remember, you are resting on my heart 


Tambimuttu, Ceylon, 1936 




Your face was golden like the tea-blossom my Naya that moon- 
burned night we lay beside the canna bed behind the white- 
man’s stately pari 

And we Whispered our fir st love to each o the rip xRKsy very 
softly, like two winds straying into a corn-fied hand 
in hand and shaking the rice-ear-anklets to an ecstasy 
And when I felt your wet lips cling to mine with the dense 

passion that is born of holy love, I looked up to see your 
face that was golden like the tea-blossom 
And all I saw was a mysterious waste of darkness with two 
still-watered pokunas-* that were your eyes 
And now that you are absent from my arms and the moon is 
resting on the palm, a bright-veined rose-petal on 
unflowing water 

My heart is cracking like a dry stick beneath the weight of 
this loneliness too lonesome to bear because it is the 
loneliness beloved 
For you 


Tambimuttu, Ceylon, 1936 


* Pools of water 
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Reposeful cow-bells are tinkling like stars where soft-folded 
ground is a quietness of spurting grass 
-and a viiblet ring-dove in the brave-fingered palmyrah coo/s 
of the yearning that is born in things of the earth for 
each other as the lips of the sunset stain the hills 
and the sea 

So steal into my heart mv Naya withthe surge of the conch 
that the holy Brahaman is blowing to to our many-handed 
God in the darkness of the temple 
Steal like the brave-timid wind stealing into the bosom of 
the jasmin beds or a secret snake into the darkness of 
a soft-fleshed mystery 


Tanbimuttu, Ceylon, 1936 
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HaoLgnen Ross' busk short story about $e ( KhiEhxihsrxnkibcMrxTH AA 

XEXX±iutxEsxEEtEnKi 2 ln!DS±:cw 2 ra::fQrxMHECt from whiclf^the Odd Hr Todd, as 

a shorter short sinryx ■ 

I called Ruthven Toda,'>xtractedxmH±kErxshnE:k/story about me iaxtka for the 
FITZROVTA ana the Road to the^YORK KINSTER, An exhibj|ion at ^he,Parl 
most beautifully and ex-ensively^bxaducEa produced brochufint< 

The John Roberts Press, London, 

on fine BssingwEkxxx Basingwerk ■ archment, the vgry same paper I used 

for the first number of Foetry London and published by 
• ^ 

Fine Art Jbimited / - _ 

in which^and in Punch >ne says ^claim^^to^be^ 

Tambimuttu and the Progess of Foetry Lo ndon ' / 

MapLaren Ross'snort story about ag±k m</ 'in his Memoirs-of the Forties/ ^ 

(from /Which the Odd Mr Todd, as I called Ruthven Todd, extracted a shorter 

short story about me based on actual fact since I had done it to the 
Wilde J.M.Ross having transmogrified it ±x - 

painter Gorald/xKX in high fun one night at The .yheatshcaif/ - ±±x xexxb ssxx 

iHxhElisxaxSiExREXErBiidxSnkii^xasxJxJacSDSEXEHiiEiixhxEaf Gerald and I had 

high jinks every night throughout the war on the plentiful money provided 

are 

for me by the generous Messrs Nicholson and Watson -if we ttftRx/to beleive 

^ -- ^ f T ww avi 4-Vi-vt* vna n n* /* — 


, (Zpii I me an ^ this passing'4^- 

RHtkxEH Rivyy it v/as my nightly eriormance, XHXxix:"/the hat arounpLXo^vu 
j . ld _ . ' (A 

/cfrald°every n±xh±/x;ti±kHXgk night -idcSkSxtg^Rixxy: promised in his 

' not to cheat bjy stealing ^^oja g/Jifrs who hade looked at the site from 
ign&rxnx article/-he^«» never' a denizen of Fitrzro^Via preferring 

to hide in other people's offices like Grigson's, John Lehmann's, 

Cyril Connolly's ana mine/ o% sheltering under the wings of my dear friend 
in his jolly^ old hole The Gargoyle Club * 
the Hon. David Tennan/A/hile casting a tricked eye on his wi-'e,the 

Betty Tennyson-Jesse^ 

present Marchioness of Bath and my secretary/as he confesses in this 

Jin Ceylon 

same article) had the old Royal circlesAa flutteyA (thfe Sinhalese are 

/N 2a CMVf') 

Dravidians too, like me, not Aryan4 which only means noble/which I am 
thro gh lyrcmtin out motto Raja Madanaliyar Arya Kulathar/ whence 

y * *• 7? 

Sinhalese names like Senanayake and Bandaranake^ Hayak/jUtaSIkS they 


are 


arexkzx±2xkxK2QixxHrx2txBEahai±HX2Hiixxx^HxarxK5Ci£±EXXEHzs / of the IMyak -cast^/— 

^ C(K n. l c-4\x. j-tj '/ 

offs'ring of a Brahmin and a lovTff' caste lady - Tonv DickOikAfaias been Tf'^au 

vrorking on both Uoemi's as well my my genologynEks to skxH show we are 


. related, the theme of my novel Hoemi!, the same two oeople^/mir^m centuries 






f 




















Theate was a chap called Claude Mieville 
Who was always after Lys Dunlap's navel; 

Then he met a girl with beautiful Anne Winters, 

But he plonked for the youlas attached to pepperminters. 


Rangunath Chowdhury. 



VV? • :ir'■ 
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ffWXlL 


WOMAN ’ 3 SOM 


SEPARATION 


jfc$tMx*(roems of separation were popular with Sanscrit poets.) 


X did not put the garland round his neck 
! ?/ho was afraid of being kissed; 

| Now between us, alas, have intervened, 

w- Iit .yf. *Cxjfe-. . 

! Mounts.Ins, rivers and trees. 

I The moon’s sphere seems the bulb oi a poison plant, 

The Spring an elephant, trampling the compassionate lotus; 
Like Cupid’s dagger seems the Night to me. 

What is there yet for the Maker to do7 

Kow much of moonlight can chakora# birds drink? 
s Why were not elephants givers this task by the Maker? 

If they filled their trunks with the moonlight 
The moon would have lost its light, entirely. 

ft’ 


Arrows wedgad In a vital part ot the* b 

Are extractable with tho aid oi a 

But when man enters the lwart of a woman 

tto help ia there for driving him out. 




gxxx '14B 


two people , _ , 

ago being the same/through Darwinian cj^eofgenes ^~^7 c .4^^>-c-ko 

Sh (M^T.JSkaEXKtHEXZHfcrSH^/Oc^^^^ <■ 

xkna/by chang e ter±gafc ‘4i»n^o£---ceo lerHrftrov.ghbat the 

ten centuries /^massive undertaking] * 

‘s 

And ^i^SS^Tstory caused a dashing skirmish in the ’lages: fcf 
the Government paper/, The Ceylon Daily Hewg^aaong rival sk E x 
scholars who finally decided I was in their own words "the great 
great, geeat, great, great, great, great granao^n six oi 
P ararajasekharan VIII. Whieh proved of great interest^to 
SHKxSarxk New York where they like such things «nd lames Laughlin- 
told The New York Times to ~ut down Prince Tanbimuttu n the 
obituary on Dylan Thomas but that was only because I had my first 
name on my noteraoer as Thurairajah as Ronald Botrrall from Rome 
tastily testily pointed out in his letter/to the London Kaggui ne 
of February 1966 . The first art acle^rix rather extrodinarliy 
like Genesis and I am reproducing it in facsimile, one oiA^=?*t 
articles on the .ubject in The Ceylon Daily kgwsx News: 














Have net the magoas blossomed and Kanlasllis grown 

bvncheo of flowers? 

The Hatashas reddened everywhere, as if with red lead flecked? 
Have cuckoos quite forgotten to sing and south-wind to blow 
Since there is no news from my osnsfre© darling, from 

where he is now? 


Let the. lat black bees fill the grass-lands with their 

bu z z ing, 

The wind of the sendal-fcrest, blow gently, 0 gently. 

Drunken cuckoos sing Panohavms (notea) from the mango-tree tops. 
And fcyx let my many lives (rebirths) hard as sapphire, pass 

away quickly, qxiickly. 

Let my body perish; the five elements of which it is 
made return to their originals; 

Yet 0 Lord oi Creation, laying my head on your feet I ask 
this of you today: 

Make me the water of my husband's wells, the light in his 

mirror, 

The tent of his aky over the house, the earth of his paths, 

the wind of his fan, 

T-. from the Sanscrit of Bllhena (llth Century) 

by the author and O-V.Vaidye 

T H £ END 

* 39(2 note an page 

** ^arth, water, light, air end sky. 









where he said,^±ii|5s±Mc«t--==4,»GaiMEe:Cit3.y', Philip lived. It was Patrick de Mar4, 

currently a psychiatrist in Upper Harley Street, who answered the door bell. 

"Do come in, I am Philip's brother," he said and some years faSl^ s ji&5cst^fle 

that as I crouched by his gas fire on a brown poof he thought I was either 

(gpd or the jPevil.l/It was in Pat's flat a few days later that I met Stephen 

spender who contrSrtrted to the first number of Poetry London published 

exactly a a ^laF/icXiK^y : ^M^jj[fiuar^ cil ?§39poet Gavin Ewart who fass was 

« 

appinisEsi appointed Production Manager of the &hree publishing houses I had 
founded/i^ifijrfs'H^oetry London, Mandeville Publications named after the 
Mandeville Hotel/where I entertained wEX±KXK/fxfel n ^S .Eliot, Wyndham Lewis 
Henry Moore eue and Lawfence burrell, and William Campion named partly 
for the son of my new partner Richard March and for one of my secretaries 
Betty Campion Jesse whose name should survive in the annals of English 
Literature through her association with/li^xfegx£ u gg|i n S 

his life in ihaxlasixMarx World War II. 





producing hits walking stick with a flourish. His house keys were 
attached to its crook with bootlace and a sheaf of poems were 

As 

neatly wrapped round the stem^ held together with rubber bands. 

I recognized at a glance that the 'poems' were 'occasional' 
schoolboy scribblings, jottings in a schoolboy script, flagrantly 
romantic,and almost illiterate. 

"What i^ that?" I asked, pointing to strips of red cloth he 
had wired into the lapel of his rust red overcoat which, balanced 
incongruously on top of a rusty bicycle, was a well known feature 
ox litzrovia in those days. "It's the flaming torch I am carrying 
around the world." Below the 'torch' he sported a nut and bolt 
secured right through the coat's fabric. "It's the right nut 

Jo , 

screwed in the right way," Redver sj d ee -1 I was most surprised 

/LVt-V 

to hear that this first/English Bohemian I had met, my introduction 
to Pitzrovia, was also a CjUalified solicitor who had inherited his 
father's lav/ practice in the City. "You must leave your hotel at 
once and I'll fina you a room in the Howland Street house v/here I 
live, and I'll introduce you to Philip O'Connor tomorrow. He is 
a rea l poet, you know. See you at noon at Madam Buhler's. She 
is Swiss ana her son Robert Buhler is an up and coming painter of 
tilese parts. 

I never met the Garbo-ish lady again or discovered who she 

was. In all probability she was the midnight stripper in The Blue Angel 

nightclub I had heard of,and Redvers seldom missed that ecstatic 

moment when, according to reports, everything came off. I was usstined 

seen J fa*' u Ay 

never to see that act since the club must have been shut down/fey 
the police, 

The Poot Office Tower has today erased the houses of Howland 

Street* and Madame Buhler's, where writers, editors and artists 

crzy 

met over aromatic cups of Continental coffee in, thisannexe 

j /L in-*-tnn Ms c b v^Ck) j 

of the old Scala Theatre building/has similarly vanished. 







I called at Madame Buhler's the next day for my appointment with 

1 .1 .. o <, , . 1 j , i j 

Redvers and Philip O'Connor, and noticed a slouched, sandalled, and 

I . . | , # . . 

i i i li iio ! f * 'i i. , j , , i 

long-haired figure with intense eyes and pursed lips, who 'surveyed 

• f A 1‘iQ J I t UJ'i i i v/ a i 1 I | j • * , 

hie place like a vinegary monarch, took one pippery look around and 
then walked out as casually as he had sailed in. I correctly 


ill f w 


guessed he was the poet whose explosive ex-rational and poetic 
images, tinged by ^rasa ^or^footjc^^aste (literally, taste in the 
mouth) were already familiar to me in the literary periodicals of 
the time. . His work was by no means as consistently good and ndeded 
careful editorial selection. And since Phil was coimiaienly losing 
his typescript, some years later I used to pay his second wife, Maria, 
every time she brought some poems to my office in Manchester Square 

• '* ■ i v ‘ i li r j.) i J 0 1> ’v/ — u ’ i 

to add to the growing collection in my cupboard* 


• ‘-1 ■'• li -JO ^ii J i J ; . 

ivodvex’s was sorry he was late, and suggested I called at 
4, Fitzroy Street, where, he said, Philip often holed up. ft was 
the Apollonian Patrick de Mure with an aureol of blond curly hair 
who is currently a psychiatrist and a French button accordionist 
of some distinction for relaxation in the cafes of Hampstead, 
according to recent newspaper reports, who answered the door bell. 
"Do come in, I am Philip's brothel*," he said and some months later 
confessed to me in 'The Country Pub’ in Rathbone Place that as I 
crouched by his gas fire on a brown pouf he thought I was either 
the Devil or Something Else. j This strange belief of Pat's, the 
son of the prominent Swedish timber merchant, liror de Mare, the 
: hadowy and legendary jarl or 'Earl' of the Scandinavian Society 
of Britain (the painter Sven Berlin 
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oUj rft l ?{*■ 

Madarae Buhl or ’a the next day for ray appointment with 

1*5 J i -mt • i ^ /ttxVv C i-C. *L - tA^P j 

Redvers and Philip O'Connor, and noticed a/sJrfmcitiKfc, sandalled, and 

4-.^ X-/4 -<6dh« at, 4i L :A 

long-haired figure with intense eyes and pursed lips,/who surveyed J 

htrj jhx^ix- ihci fi-i 0*\iO (feO-i fn. ^ £,V\ A—j- . 

the place like a vinegary monarch, took one peppery look around^and J 

then walked out as casually as he had sailed in. I correctly 

guessed he was the poet whose explosive gx-Parti-gagl and poetic 

images, tinged b^ W rasa I or 1 poetic 1 laste (literally, taste in the 

mouth) were already familiar to me in the literary periodicals of 

i ^ ill l\s~r^ if *-»<. 

the time. His/wa#k=*as by no means as consistently^-sad and ndeded 

careful editorial Selection. And since Phil was consistenly losing 

his typescrip t^some years later I used to pay his second wife,/Maria/ ^ 

every time she brought some poems^to my office in Manchester Square 

to add to the growing collection in my cupboard. 


Redvers was sorry he was late, and suggested I called at 

•f Pibzroy Street, where, he said, Philip often holed up. It was/ 

the Apollonian Patrick de Mare with an aureolt^f blond curly hair 

who is currently a psychiatrist and a French button accordionist 

ft. ^ r*V' 

of some distinction in Atne- s s&z&^ni Hampstead, 

-nt neuspaper'reporas, vmfr- answered the door bell. 


w-vt 


U-< < 


according to recen 

"Do come in, I am Philip's brother," he said and some months later 
confessed to me in 'The Country Pub' in Rathbone Place that as I 


•/ 


crouched by his gas fire on a brown pouf he thought I was either 
the Devil or Some biting El~e. gThis-strran-ge--beliaf—oil—Pa-b-fs^, the 

son of the prominent Swedish timber merchant, Bror-da.. Nar e. the 
shadowy and legendary jarl or 'Earl L of .thn-Scandinavian .Society 
of Britain (the pointer iiyen. Berlin.^ 
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dJiw yu ’id xnL axs>n ohi u‘usidou *uab&M Jjj 1 

IThis strange belief of Pat’s, the s on of th e promine nt Sw edish timber 

I : i J v>.i Mt£ | 'i'-’ ii.',;’ 7 r. 71 — ■ ■ 

aerchant, Bpor de Mard, the shadowy and leggendrary Jarl or iEarl• 

’ t . 'CL L.i ia,. "V . —-•-rr~-— 

V O'*"* ^ A — "«* i u -*■ 

Q.£ the bCgindinavian children all over Britain (the painter Sven Berlin 

’ T > , '■••‘jnj ~5 of ~TTri jTJ' 313 !TO" V iO'" 5 rri~V~Sr tfstt.t'-'yr-—*-*T—pi, _ 

Sven Berlin who is of Swedish extraction an^wrB^e^f&e^minog^afih on/ 

. ^ ij ouviuo I ♦ ni i>w Ct;-* bm\ 4>J Ab \,fXsdat»o juu bt ,.i *»,. .ijt'J 

alfred Wallis for me was overcome with emotion when I took him along 

OtJOK.f hi.. LUtiuXi vX~X». / iv.0 L4X , UdWilV j wv*l wili ©JAW wa l>»viw.ww.._, 

to meet this legend of his childhooi, in,,his, Knightsbridge apartment 

at e.iv j , yi. 1-. £j ) aJaJ? OXiSoqrS noi-*i Wj;d 

— Brolld, as we called him affectionately, this tall, very shy man 

■ ■ ' 1 ' * «t .... u> %| -.: . »<*ow fail 

who wa^ always emb a rassed by the fact that he had to wear the Viking 
•. '' • - Berserks 

helmet with, horns at the pnnual dinners/ of the uSKisKxk/and Vikings 
of Britain • ■ . 

Club/- the kBXHEk berserk was the strong, brawny man who headed 

*** * , iu, - - -i v j, i <■>*• »• w*» 1 #,£,>( otiua .j.w-i \.J .si. 


t Vi* i ,W ^ 

the Viking warriors mowin//everybody jhamt who stood in his path with 

. ;t >i - - • i f o V‘‘ WA w.-> i|d<£ bUvd jUOxJ Sjia u-ili J 

his double-edged sword) did prove to be of some use to Pat just before the 

. ±. wd-iUt* \|i.i *iX uO Jbwlfwv jiliWviy wJj Cf hi a i 

start of the Second World War. 
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St. George's Hospital, Pat had decided to throw medicine to the winds 
to pursue a career as a button accordionist in the cafds of Paris - a 
truly romantic and fat-like decision. He was upset over a girl called Nina 

I 

anu wished to flee as far away from her as possible. When Anthony 

Dickins, who subsequently founded Poetry London with me a few months later, 

brought me^/I promptly called on feim from nearby Whitfield Street to 

extract a promise from him that he would do nothing of the kind a*4 

continue with his studies at St.George*s. Bu&, then, Tony's angry block 

burst into my room later that afternoon like a fighting bull with a 

startling fire in his grey-blue eyes which he sports even toduy^when 

he gets excited over some topic in our conversation, or after a brilliant 

l,i«^ers_i^lyiftg -into-th6~'air-or-thrusting back the .strands pf 
musical performance, flushed' and excited in c tkm&a e bsx ±st±cj T jny^ i a chi on/,/ 

U 1 i_at_ig_j : acking his bucks .for -Messria^Fpyle^s.-The...chap is leaving." he 

fingers flying into the air or thrusting back the soft gold strands of 
his fine hair: 'The chap is leaving," he shouted. "He is packing his books 
for Messrs. Foyle's." I hurried back to 4 Fitzroy Street^ixH*an<i VIT*' 

I refurbished ixtix/^okshelves xgiiHBixhisxHpBHxaHiiEXBKHx-tt^ain from his 
open suitcases, iat/xM^^umbJounSed on that very same brown pouf by the 

tX-Or *t * C *tr 

gas fire l/w«»- e oou i .y ing for the first time, on my first visit. He 
aid not utter one sound during my entire bizarre performance. "You 
promised to stay," I explained^and grabbing Nina by her arm literally 
dragged her down the narrow stairs and pavement to the more/i^ix^Hax 
entrane to 8 Fitzroy Street two houses away. Nina was a rather unattractive, 

aajn^y 

XHdxKiutahHXH bespectacled,frowsy-haired ana vocitferous/Contmnental - our 

t'lo /y4v» a— 

G»«ie/always wondered /#hgcfc^s^axi=^drrXht“-;.thatrfither=gii>Xs -hadn *t - 

H'lCsf'h ^ 

and she was being^/vessy argu**elbutive. Xahx "^ou must think of what's, 

1 fa *W j A 4 C*ia, cL f 

best for Pat," I kept repeating maneuvering her past the^stairs which 
Vi t / 0 i. t ^ e i 1 / irst ±loor back stuaio where Duncan Grant lived with Vanessa 

M <h huf> dx Jmct ^ UU >x c-.-vil . 4 

BeH./ 1 had a key to the old James McNeill Whistler^s&dio 1 *~ v * 

from the poet and painter Benny Beaumont (Count Rakozi) who lirrmf-^Ln 

* 

/<•(<■ t /i& <t c.- /V^ / /Cltf <>t c vf- 











C.J*- 4 ** ^ f / -.4 1 




<~S O A _— 

‘ :t . v JJ’ V 




•xoi 


£X : 


I slipped in for fifteen minutes, or more, depending on the state of 
my inebriation and the ay,liability of xaiuabis/drinMng hours, by 

slipping half a crown .(about , 15 p* today) to the ushers who knew me 

(C be iv 

v;ell and/ atjut the last row of seats, or/sit- in the front row, 

as I pleased. Cnee Constance was bowing to his audience, to their 

applause, head bobbing up and down, and. I told Stewart bcott, my buddy 

ip *>W i^ L- y -rfc! 

of the times, "Dear, old Constant is3ftk ^ wled gin g .-:our x -t^g gen ce, 11 it wa 

part'of the music, part of the ballet, part of our entry.(I did not 

/yu^vW 

of course know -DsSfc' 1 dear, old Constant^ but I drink/with his exquisite 
china'doll wife, Camilla, who was a ballerina, round the locals of 


i ' ' / X- 

my current Cornwall Gardens residence in Kensingtor^O^^ ^c^drite^ t/'night 
they performed my friend Edith Sitwell’s Facade (she once threw one 
hed^ famous ses”"ane Club tea parties for me) I rretended to be an 


iKdianxigHEsramiis 











an 


^ y; >pu!lA^ '^ptroki 

Indian ignoramus.and in loud tones in the bar,so everybody could 
hear,kept on repeat>ii^^i|i|||n|^y SC a||g;gj-|e^ e hea^ 1 ‘' i »M^ ie btew I 
I loved that fukaid, "xxkK±ixxh±±HxksEx:siagx±k*4xHiixiiixxiEwx 

**'*v j 

hitched to the corners o f/ExxEyKxxxxcy sewing machine eyes v A y variation 

'■‘XX XX _ -j- 'L - ■ r /> <f t ,/i. **-' / (• (>; t' 

r at the Cambridge Theatre ^ 


included operatic nights, 

dcuExxkxx to heal’ the lady for whom the theatre had been built at Seven 

Dials junction,^‘'.at^Idrtin *s Lane by the rich man/Mose wifi" sXe was 

and who had made themselves an extrodinary bed in the large shape of 
t cA rc+x. ic si£sr<- ( {, -. /ut ■* 

a swhb • I- whatAi^ floated ^pn#- I*liked 

A- xxxx r 5 *C /f/ f / J£W] gyr^^ OS tim-rUs 


going there when the ballet was on in the company/ sd? the Australicin 

‘ <x 

lady who manged hi^ mxiiEyxihEXtra money for him since I could meet 

• all / 

.themxHH/in the living flesh: Chauvire, Renee Jeanraaire, Lelie Caron f 3 

Jl' t*y viA'- 4 V. 

a mastxBEtacx±iBxsi±xusstuix±kitg though^f^^th^g^jto^ d^ since I/liked 

the gamin-baron and called ksEEX^her^ith my^wi£V aaiia when we were 

” " wo pq.jmd 1 1hey_Jbog k n yery^nice TT r:iS^n res of ns and George Mushyx 

iurphy^fPrs'iclent'oT the/2inEXE±HEXX35faa±EXEE (hew a Senator) tfor us 

to send home to rrove we haa met the Caron, as well as George atsxKsii 
and 

xx/Otto Preminger^.wiihxhisxbaldxandxlQxelyxhEadx 


m 


Wiy Country Pub got even more crowded than the Pitsroy and 

and The Wheatsheai. And it was time for us to move on/ again. 


I 


fears after the end of the V/ar, I was walking dovm Rathbone. Place 

one evening towards The Wheatsheaf and in front of me there were 

a young couple. Ana I heard the young man tell his girl friend, "Come 

on, Karv, Let us go to The Country .Pub for a drink^-lt. was .a circle 

$(h~L yctuvv Z/as-tztrrz - r- c . 

round the inner sircle I had drawn .'/-Truly life is ^yclicas,. ars—T rrPbllg &^li 

; told-m is ^in-TnirtlmE,--L30^^ - 


I hope it is understood from this article that Fitsrovia had 

no topographical or geographical boundaries. Stewart xs±xx 

Scott^who was discharged from the regular Indian Army after being reduced 

to Private from the rank oi Captain for having/Ldancing girls in 

worse, to escape to Tibet 

his bungalow and/for plotting ±s/with two brother officers (the other 

f t <j i ■ 

two got av/ay^ used^io-travTrl - <C'0'sn by taxi every, day from Hampstead, 

u fA'* ^ 4*‘.7 

Highgate,/ H 

in a cafe in Charin' 1 ',Cross Road. This was iduring^jay 8, 

A 

v;hen I ran 


ppened to be for breakfast with us 



A 


r/s 


r*ee 


St Martin's^Lane with Charing Cross #anan,g-the—night-time.,.,^. puddtes. 
Rosftii The CJ^’onese .villiam Saroyan admired by a.M.Forster as well 
Harold Acton with his wine-red scarf and Buddha face, dream man of 


Of out ft vv/t **£■■*• } Y-vn 

Prett y Sirls/ a ^ s SkL^ J 




r/wr 


no 




Cr uise& 
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into the harbour of every pub like a velvet pussy cat luxury liner 

with all her lights on, regular as clockwork round the rubcrawl 

. 4-ve-k Or 

by trapped by me since he did, not keep appointment's 

with/P*Saravanamuttu, Te® Commissioner^/#^© Ceylon, his father's 

emissary, the father writing to me ulease ,send my son home. -'I^-was 

was my ir.lend, 

a^frien-&==of your grandfather/ his doctor fiancee arriving with her 
doctor husband and crying right in front of m§r eyes, I sleeping si 
across the door of the bedroom where his he spent his last night 
with the utterly beautiful Katharine from Scotland with auburn 
hair, seeing him into the cousins™car/tohis 


iobm'in Ceylon/ 

before I left for my office, subra dashing down from Jaffna to Colombo 


on my arrival in i950, "you sent me down here, now/?aftfe S §e back," 

. ♦ your » 

Subra ox the Beautiful Face with his/raven looks ana Buddha's eyes, 

3ER5C gentle manners,drinking yourseSf^o 4ea?8?on 3 fmison J arrack, 

which,-killed my elder brother in Hew York, at least I brought you 

1\. ‘yOi* tOtfCh 

a bottle of whiskey/ to atone,ana my uncle 7 Ratna couldn't 
until I told him about the Arizona Bar, I know now why my letters 
from America were ignored by your is relatives, 

Redvers was .the glass and Subra the substance of Fitzrovia. 

5xhEHb±::KJiH±hsrxihErBXEniila: There would never have been a real Fitzrovia 

without Subra, Stewart scott, Gerald Wilde, Alan Ross, David Wright, 

John Heath-stubbs, Dylan Thomas, Julius Horwitz, Russell Croft, the 

Hon. David Tennant, Boris Watson, Harry , Hermione Baddeley, 

-auline Tennant, Omar Ali Chowdry, Haruvu, Hushrif Haq, Joan Wyndham, 

Mary Hunt, Nai^os anc/Anne ( Valaoritis, Lucian Freud, Johnny Craxton, 

Harold Musson,/Osbert Moore, Bim Warth, Andrea Cambas, Roy Campbell, 

.George and Paddy Fraser, Erik de Mauny,' Augustus John. Kathleen" Raine, 

Scf - Tau-C , 

Cyril Connolly, John Lehmann, Peter., ’Watson, ' Sonia Brownell, George 

1 rA*lU - p. -r-’-* 

Orwell,/Bernard and Kora Suencer, Bernard and Irfes Burroughs, Michael 

„ ‘ vf'ny ° ‘ ® c .hd 

Cacoyannis, Law|gjice Durrell, Nina Hamnett/Tony Dickins, Ironfoot Jack£-L 

A leister Crowley, John Sy.nonds, Keicrych Rhys, Lys Lubbock, T.S.Eliot 

(in the Bull in the Mouth in Bloomsbury way^ ^only I knewjp .Wyndham 

Lewis, Henry Korre, Graham Sutherland, RobertlacBryde, Robert 

Colquhoun, John Minton, Hector Whistler, Benny Beaumont, Pat de Mare, 

^ ric r ‘ are i.Louis MacNeice, William and Hetta Era son • 

n • i M *n > &***-*£ r ^ n foes «-t 

Biddy Crozier, David Gascoyne, Sylvia Gogh, Prince Honolulu, Bjn-iy Wruriior , 
Brian Howard, Virginia Tennant, Rosemary Str^cheg., |aul Po t£s,Jean 
Hoare, Philip O'Connor, Hugh Gordon Porteus, /Rayner'HeppiStall, Terence 
Tiller,Reggie Smith, Michael Swan, Olivia Manning, Anna Wykeham, 

«Pr-d^ac Lare'n1?5ss 








J, MacLaren Ross (Cyril Connolly had asked me show his young contributor 
xsjunii iust arrived**-France round London- X took hd.91 pn a sample xuhersi s 

nubcrawl/an=d told him he would get Sohoho-^itis and, stick there for 

* . jr*~ r * s. 

iksxrs:sjbx2f xkxx a long time, which he didy), Matthew bmith, David Jonesj 

Harry Jonas, Mr KendElshfan: Mendelsohn (Din'ora's father), Oliver simon, 

sterher. Fothergill, Frances scaijlo^.Jagau eli^p^efa 

Charles Babblett, Jankel Adler, /Sven Berlin, George Barker, David 

Gascoyne, SkHxrx Charles Wrey Gardiner, Fred Marnau, Nicholas Moore, 

John Gawsworth, d- ir ~- J c h n—S alter,■ Julius Horwitz, Charles Blackburn, 

Dickie Buckle, Reginald Moore, Elizabeth Berridge, Philip Tpybee, 

Woodrow Wyatt, John Roberts, Ralph Kean, Donald Taylorr^ Basil Wright, 

Len Lye, Helem/hughes, Maria O'Connor, Adam Zion Kargoshe s 
£iWy CL O' 'M 7 ‘ ^ s 

G-bay /Freud, Pa'ul Hamlyn, Andre Deutsch, Feter, Owen, Sir Kenneth Cl^rk, 

John Rothenstein, Dorian Cooke, Bim War t h,^ Berle Eton t, .i?y Bertorelli, 

the Duke of Windsor, Epstein, Foggioli, Madame Buhler, Robert Buhler, 

Alfred Zwemmer, Kitty Epste 

Fotoc 
7 U t 
Feliks 


in, MkixAnpa 3 §urat, Patsy LecLward, Count /> , 7 , 

vZ'i) f- £<w y ■)- 

Ski, f ID ^ 4-4- ■Wf T M a Zlt-r ID a. 4- 1^ "1 r'i T • f *1 
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Beecham, Billy Harem,Oswell Blakeston, Julian Trevelyan, Msu±a Ursula 
Darwin, Mary Fedden, Anna ,/ykeham, Margaret Crolad/ct, Margaret Webb, 

■ ^ t2— 

Ram Gopal,. Minette de Silva, Laurence Olivier, Bobby Hlpmann, Margot 

Fonteyn,/Francis Bacon, Rex Whistler, Duncan Grant, Vanessa Bell, 

0 

Roger Fry, R.O.Dun^p, Godfrey and Dorothy PJiillios^Ewan philips, 

Michael Meyer, Dick Meyer, J.C .Hall, ^Be tty May, Alan^Rook, Francis 

Scarfe, Julian symons, Benjamin Britten, Ronald Duncan, Richard March, 

Ruthven Todd, Gavin Ewart, Gavin Maxwell, Veronica Haig, Francis 

Dunbar—Marshall, David Archer, Bob Pococock, Rayner and Margaret 

•Heppenstall, Jjmny the Shit, Nina Forster", Tom Scott, Vera Swan, 

Mrs Schoutefden, Fop, Virgina Fortescue, Derek Neame , £V/^*-Grant, 

A. P.Herbert, e.M.F orster, Harold Acton, John Davenport,Margaret Morric£on, 

Helen and John Irwin, Lynn, and Ann Chadwick/Victor Musgrave, Ida Kar, 

John Vickers, Jacob Epstein, Stulik of Le Tour Eiffe l Benjamin Britten, 
Erik and Agi de Mare, JuaiixjnnixknidxxtHli Enid and Juan atoll (son of 


Sir Oswald Sto^ll, theatre owner) Heinz Wolff, I.ichael Martin, 
xabraxxhaxdied::in::J2ffna:»xCyion , /b«L 71 v bw'he'+ 


oH J/B ' 


Conafi.]|T^ghpls a r^ncis^an.^Syl^i^King.^7 CO urt at the^ Vienna 

Cafe of the Tottenham Court Roard Lynsns Lyons Corner House with 
J.MacLaren Ross and other friends after he had be n to the rublic 

fj-i%£'$' 

bath in the building orposite the theatrejis now playing in shafesbury 
Avenue. We gathered in the Gargoyle and Mandrake Clubs, Boris 


Wat 


son t, 


\/ u/ vA C« £*+9 <"r* \ 

'p r ^ y A , 






We were 


the 


/Ufa crv t-£ 

iagEX all together at that time/in the XxtzxxyxHfxsy 


r at that time/ i 
Fitzrovia of'my mind/ £$ Paul Pojrjs' wtrT&s~: 


To break new ground 

To take small -weak dark seeds 

Out from unfertile sand 

Then to throw them proudly at the sun 



To sing on 

Until the world is Blackpool 
In August in the afternoon. 













^ v 







. ve met at Muriel's Colony Club, the Cafe Royal or The Plough 

Cyv'A.e'jt- 

in Museum Street. It was only an attitu/i§ pf m nd that/to each 

/-vv pOfC**' P' U/ 

but for me it happened in lively 

Fitzrovia. 




















(An amazing,aid lively old man today, ai one of the last surviving members 


of the SSwiixx Bloomsbury §|roup, who at the age of nearly ninety this 

vear has designed a coyer my good_£cien^JPaijJ—RacJie's Enigma 

1 FT cajS ~i*\ ND 

Variations And ./Paul -wgr reminds me or tksxiacfcefiT?iff%“'^ the late, 

/ v * u< •> / 

Gavin Maxwell whose house i»—^hte— i-sl iann —ft-i Camj.sfearna I caught fire 


which he has described in The Ring of Bright ./at er, who injured his 

and soon 

leg in a motor smash/^xmi died bec^^e^he^gou^^n H run around anyxmare 
gg/Minehhaha Running Water ^^F a¥X **^ SXS¥1¥r he had written to me 


about the accident. Paul's poems are unknown in England although he has 
records 

released XKKsrs/and published several books and ,kjExxxxx±xxgxKxx strangely, 

and best reviewed 

his poetry is better known/in xarisa America. xanlxlKX±xgx±H±Bxk±xx 


Paul leaping into his roadster like a 
(V"l 

smile£ athletic figure (I reproduce a drawing by Duncan Granites 


lie with the same face, 


* 


Gavin Maxwell, dear Gavin. 


■BH»nn5CTrxxmxxxxxxmx 

DRAWING OF ROCHE BY DUNCAN GRANT 

T 


Paul Roche has tried his hand at several styiKsxHXxxwKtxyx vocabularies 
and the latest in Enigma 5fxa Variations And is fau 1 

Pottsian: 

To one spent 
On the streets 

Of empty alleluias 

/which is Roche, of course/'.Xt is wonderful to come across the Pottsian 
ring again: 



Phut phut phut a stripling Honda 


fir- ^. /6J 


Ann ■ttia-Tj'IBiiloa'.to uii'onn'cnxUES Ly 


SxHki Good luck to the two Pauls, since you are both keeping your hand 
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(An amazing, lively old man today, one of* the last surviving 
members of* the Bloomsbury Group, who at the age of nearly 
ninety this year hasddesigned a cover for my good friend 
Paul Roche’s Enigma Variations And 


COVER OF ENIGMA VARIATIONS AND 


Paul reminds me of the late Gavin Maxwell whose house at 
Carausfearna (Gaelic for the Bay of the Villotirs) near 
Glenelg caught fire which he has described in The Ring of 
Bright ater* who injured his leg in a motor smash and soon 
died because he couldn’t run around like Minnehaha Running 
Vater anymore after he had written to me about the accident. 
Paul’s poems are unknown in England although he has released 
records and published several books and, strangely, his 
poetry is better known and best reviewed in America* Paul 
leaping into his roadster like a gazelle with the same face, 
smile and athletic figure (i reproduce a drawing by Duncan 
Grant) reminds me of Gavin Maxwell, dear Gavin. 


DRAWING OF ROCHE: BY DUNCAN GRANT 


Paul Roche has tried his handaat several vocabularies and 
the latest in Enigma Variations tod is Paul Pottsiani 

To one spent 
On the streets 
Of empty alleluias 

which is Roche, of course. It is wonderful to come across 
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the pottsian ring again: 

Phut ffiiu S'!,VI l a5 a S A U i1 J pliY'° S r a onda 
And the pizzicato of noon crickets 
Turn into splinters of ice and glass 
Like the tongue-dart of a crushed lemon 
Or gush of sherbert in the mouth 
Like a pang or shriek 
Of ammonia in a sleepy nose... 

The poem is sword that opens words: 

Fruit lanced by the harsh beak 
Trembling ice on the pond torn 
Thought gashed by a word’s sound 
As fig bursts with a garnet wound 
And images like butterflies 
Scatter on the trees and stones — 

Words opened in a dream 

Seams pierced, scents released 

Freshets of sun in a spilt breeze. 

Good luck to the two Pauls, since you are both keeping 
your hand at it. Just ignore the critics s.nce, as an 
Indian might say the poetry is in the eating (rasa or 

taste). 



A 

FITZROVIA an EXTRACT from Tambimuttu* s Memoirs LIVING IS A MULTI- 
THING OR PEOPLE, Why don ! t You Take Your Clothes Off? 


Notes for Fitzoria or The story 



b 


to know mo, whence, I think, Shakuntala J o roquee • Impressed not only 
by her speech but also her growth, I told a friend of mine about it 
whose only reaction was "¥e are all Americans and we are all searching 
for our roots all the time. but I don't think it was like that with 
toy daughter who had seen her professor stepfather hand me over books 
from his fumitu- e-moving, sweeping library in which there were some 
>vettry funny things written about me like silly Michael Meyer's 
opening sentence in the World of Goorge Orwell ddited by Miriam Gross I 
"I first met George Orwell though that odd character Tambiiauttu, the 
Singhalese editor of 'ootry london . I had expressed ad iration of Or¬ 
well's work, and Tarabimuttu said 'Von d you like to meot him? I'll 
tell him you’ll be writing to him." Even more than ost of Tambi's 
promises, this scerand unlikely to bear fruit," I have never made any 
promisee to Michael who I knew very little being a friend of his cider 
brother Dick, who is a doctor with r> fethching limp and ichael, the 
red-1 kuMteddlittie boy who I heard had gone to Oxford, was editing 
Sidney Keyes' poems (surprise, so Dick's brother was going library) 
and t en teaching in Stockholm, I think. Yes, it's a sweeping, colour¬ 
ful entrance, Michael (you must h vc had a lot of trouble figgering tha 
onw out) but you don't have to carry on the "Liter >ry" stunt just be¬ 
cause somewhere along the academic racket you landed the job of editing 
Sidney's poems from t e late Sir Herbert Dead, and Routledge's and 
you don't have to be dramatic and brilliant all the bloomin' times 
whet my daughter meant I think was defend yourself, break your monaster*, 
silence and indifference to the quirks and traits of others, WHITE both 
for you a d for me. 

Well, Fhakuntala, when you were one or two I wrote and auto¬ 
biographical children's story called Cat China an iloplt-mt, a nantram 
a sou*d boom I got fro ; Joseph Conrad's Heart of Darkness , and sound 
it in a beautiful red, flo ored Indian textile for you. If you've 
still got that could yoxi send me a Co y to help me recapture the flatooui 
of my growing up in Ceylon while I paint for you on a large canvas with 
broad strokes in which time is one long beginingless and endless 
stretch, a long white endless note- I am like a little boy with a millic 
pots of paint around me, who when he puts out his finger-painting hands 
like magnets to pick up the hard iron filings of events and facts of 
his dervish being (put you self in the centre of the dance, Man) here, 
before and after, they adhere to him in a big bunches, in a million 
colours in which there is no differentiation, and duiing tji first 
period in England, January 1939 to December 19^9* my critics could not 
understand a "tarbi-isra" like that. Great variety leads to sameness, 
just as I said in ray Pigfet Let wor in ootry London i "I ach poet is a 
leaf, a significant leaf, ot ootry, the mu tifolinte tree, '•which*' 
apopthgm, to use Anthony Thwaite's pin-stripes officialese is a 
"vapid or inflated" whereas Lawrence Durrel has quoted it often in his 
writing including his "Tambiiauttu bean ting his big Ceylonese drum in 
London," which sounds O.IC. to me because it is a FACT, repeating the 
same truism over and over again and, because life is cyclic having 
completed the circle, I have returned to London to repeat the gyrations, 
again with POETRY LONDON K V SERIES, another circle, fro. my new 
office in Bloomsbury bay, a stone's throw away from ray first real offic 
in Crave ; House, Kingsway where Kathleen Raine used to work with me, 

I am glad since it short-circuits the prSsllftation of Poetry London- 
Ceylo.n- Bombay- New York to Nowhere a on-circle which would be 
against the laws of Nature and I was -leased to see new circles, pretty 
rings of brightness (floating in the landscape to dispel ordinaryness 
as I had advised everybody to strive for in my poetry magazine! in 
my time we only had ootry Ireland. ootry Hew York, and ootry Scotland 













c 


which was dedicated to me since "I was discriminating artist and frier 
of so many of the Scottish poets along with the only art mag '.zine of t 
period beside the commercial ones, Counterpoint, also handsomely dedi¬ 
cated to me from Oxford by Conrad Senat, chiefly because I had be¬ 
friended the impecunious artist "Wild Gerald” (Gerald tilde) whom I 
am sup os: d to have locked up daily upstairs in ray duplex in Glouster 
.. alk | Kensington High Street, until lie produced some paintings which 
is fair enough--olthough I never locked up Gerlad—-since that•s what 
he was there 1 or, at his own request . • • Kaclareu—Ross has telescoped 

two different situations I described to him into one. The first was 
Gerald's. I left him half a crown a day for lunch in the hope he 
would lu ch downstairs in :other's night-club and cafe and not sneak 
out to the pubs before I returned from the office and accompanied on 
our nightly puberawis b which time X hoped he would have some paint in, 
ready to trice to Sir Kenneth Clark, Peter Batson* Eric Gregory and oth< 
friends anu very often — was not disappointed# The only trouble was 
that when Gerald sold some paintings, the money vanished overnight in 
some disaster, or accident, or he simply threw it away. Gerald 
needed looking after and having things arranged for. There was the 
day I sent him to show the present Lord Clark a selection of the weeks 
works Lord Clark paid him £100, the highest I have known him to get 
from anybody at any one time. Gerald promptly called on Frika and 
Stewart : cott who had been lent Julian Trevelyan's studio at Durham 
Wharf, Hammersmith, They had a jolly old carouse at Ihe Black Horse 
{Julian's and Sir A.P. Herbert's stamping ground) ancTxhe wan and 
after dinner Gerald disappeared into the blackout. Next morning Stew 
found him fast asleep in the square walled garden on the Thames where 
Julian and his first wife Ursula Darwin Trevelyan, granddaughter of 
Charles, had their famops Boat Race parties. What remained of GeraldA 
£100 was in every nook and cranny scattered by the high wind. Stew 
and I kept Julian supplied with all news of Gerald exploits, but, in 
this instance, he has telephoned Gerald's artistic high state into 
that of a painter-poet friend of mine called Margaret Hurd. 

The night before Larry Durrell sailed for Greece X had intro¬ 
duced her to him* ’’Get her to keep her h ind at it, Larry. w , I told 
him, "get her to paint or to write." They have talked of setting off 
to Greece together and soon I heard rumours that Larry locked her up 
dally in a room without lunch or supper until she produced a poem or 
ct painting# Iliis vn,3 duly noted by tlio sl * opttory vx*it<ir| who lias 
most generously ascribed to me in his book what Larry should be cre¬ 
dited with. But more cf this later, 

When 1 was living in New York I heard of -ootrv Bristol. Poetrv 
feaSSliSfifter , Boor try -Uapka, aoetr- Berth s, enU Tfrom n 

u iversity) and, on ray return to London within minutes of ray arrival, 

? r a _pptry St. Ives in Bernard Stone's Bookshop, 

in Kensington Bhlkcli Welle. Sir John Bailor whished me off to meet 
Ee nard, Idward Lucie-Smith and the Liverpuddlian poets and Adrian 
Senri, Brian Patten among them in his house of a car, a Comer Auto- 
Sleeper Johnny had gotten from Wilson's of Brixton, with his rubicund 
seerotary-housekeeper-chauffour, Michael Ford, chauffeuring and I 
sh ving with the car's electric razor. Kensington Church Walk is eight 
feet wide and . oltnny insisted on the car being driven right up to 
.ornerd * s shopfront where it caused a greet commotion. 

By asking to see the Man Behind the Iron Mask, Shakuntala was 
only applying more thumb-screws on me since „1 was embarrassed I was 
already in bondage. Before I left London, Ann Barr, pretty and clever 
lady at : ;r;)or's and uoen had me in chains already, part-financing 
my American trip with an advance for on article she might never get, 
vf / made a 8hrewd G’uess of ray character, I suppose. Her genero¬ 
sity {as in the case of T.S, Eliot for whom I published a 60th Birth- 
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FITZORIA an EXTRACT from Tambimuttu*s Memoirs LIVING IS A MULTI-STORIED 
THING or PEOPLE, Why Don't You Take Your Clothes Off? 


Notes for Fitzoria 
or 

The Story of How 
I transcended my 
Sorrows and 
Myself and 
Came to know 
What I Trully Was 
by 

Tambimuttu,HimseIf 
editor of Poetry London 
to erase all false 
myths about himself 


London 

10 days before Christmas Day 

197 1 * wa s told 2 months ago in New York over 

>ld cl Tighter, hakuntala, (l had named her 
a**ter Kalidasa's greatest play, Shakuntala, which I had discovered in a 
sunburst of wonder and surprise in a friend's flat, one war-time hang¬ 
dog morningj and Lawrence Bi yon said in his introduction that Goethe had 
tho ight Kalidasa, haying the many-storied earth and the heavens for his 
stage and t^e whole^Nature Herself, man, fawns, the vines and creeper*, 
the raoom and Heaven and Earth and Gods for his protagonists painted a 
more vast canvas than Shakespeare, whence he is the better dramatist 
according to Goethe , -— I was t nugh -ag^ggapoi- which the young 
of today will find a 'cool' statement to make, whereas it may been 

unthinkable in the Objective Reporting of my London of the Thirties and 

•Forties t 

Would'st thou the young years blossoms and the fruits of 
its decline and all by which the soul is charmed, enrap¬ 
tured, feasted, fed, Would »?t thou the Earth and Heaven 
itself in one sole Name combine 1 tana© thee, 0 ShakuntalaJ 

and all at once is said* \ 

Goethe, Tr. by Rabindranath Tagore; 

"Daddy, I want to know more about the Tambimuttus. tt 

She had been separated from me from the age of 8 months and, 
although I see her once at least on my annual trips to the States (we 
belong to 2 different states t I am a New Yorker, and she lives in 
Massachusettes), she has had to depend on distorted hearsay and circus- 
clown rumour— with the J. MacLaren Ross' tragic Pagliacci - 

looming in the ante-room of ray m nd, of those days, in the #ol TOSatsheaf 
in Rathbone Place, carrying his stick with the well-polishedsilverknob 
beating the blues of blackouts and poverty with his E±fty 9 shpgh*yderitfr*» 
fci*ning, miniscule script, and the plots for Most stories provided for 
him by a plottopedia, an enor o s tone called riot to, wmch Julian told 
me as one Fitzoria to another capsuled every pcs ible type of plot and 
variations one cou d think of— and our infrequent correspondence to get 
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to know me, whence, I think, Shakuntalajs reques . 
by her speech but also her growth, I told a friend 
whose only reaction was "We are all Americans and we 


Impressed not onl 

of mine about it 


are 


all se rchinj 

for our roots all the time,' 7 But I don’t think it was like that with 
my daughter who had seen her professor stepfather hand me over books 
from his fuanitui e«#ncving, sweeping libr ry in which, there were some 
pretty funny things' oti 11en about me like ichael Meyer's 

opening sentence in * )Ehe World of George Orwell ddited by iriam Gross i 
"X first met George Gi’velT'tfeetrgh that odd cJ■ raster Tarobimuttu, the 


admiration 
meet him? 


of Or- 
I'll 


Singhalese editor of Poetry London . X had expressed 
well’s work, and Tambimuttu said 'Wou d you like to 
tell him you'll te writing to him," Even more than most of Tambi’s 
promises, this seeaad unlikely to bear fruit," I have never made any 
promises to Michael who I knew very little being a friend of his elder 
brother Dick, who^.^a fejfchching limp and ichael, the 
red—hha£0dd3nj9BSS§9»e'y Mo uneardrhad gone to Oxford, was editing 
Sidney Keyes*- poems (surprise, so Dick’s brother ,ras going li^r^i^jj^ 

sweeping, 


otolour 


n tf 


J - i i ii - -i-ii; ———Jff 1 ■ ~ • • - YCS, it'S 9 . OVl»t3pj.Ug, l/UIUUl' 

ful fell hr jicu, “Michael,* (you—. have had—a tot— of tr onhl a figgering ~ttmT 
on® out ) but you don't have to carr y on the— ter ary " -^tum-t just be 
cauthd—SHStiewhere along the acade dc racket -you the job of editing 

- 1 s and 

you—don’.t— have to be dramatic- ?****=*■e HrUdo n t —feLme t 

Nfdlat, my iter SCiat X think was defend yourself, break you r 

filem&emahd indifference to the quirks end traits of otlrrs, b»4L 

for you a d for me. fa>riA< b fVk 


yo 


astcu 


Well, : kakuntala, when you were one or two I wrote and auto¬ 


biographical children's story called Catching an Elephan,t, a mantram 


a sound boo-.- I got from Joseph Conrad's heart of Lurkness . and ^ound 
it in a beautiful red, flo ered Indian textile for you. If you’ve 
still got th t could you send ne a cc y to help ue recapture the flatrou 
of my growing up in Ceylon while i paint for you on a large canvas with 
broad strokes in which tine ie one long beginingless said endless ~a-n 


stretch, a long white endless note- X a like a little boy with a mill! 


pots of paint around ;;c, who when he puts out his finger-painting hands 


like magnets to nick up the hard iron filings of events and facts of 
his dervish being (put you self in the centre of the dance, Man) here, 
before and after, they adhere to hi in a big bunches, in a million 
colours in which there is no differ-, tit. at ion, and during ihk first 
period in England, January 1939 to December 19^9, '.ry critics could not 
understand a M tanbi-isin M like that* Great — t .. sameness, 

just as I said in my Fisfet Letter in oetry London : "Each poet is a 
leaf, g significant leaf, ot oetry, the nr. tifoli . c tree, AvhichV 
hapopthfemi to use Anthony Thwnite’s pin-stripe;: officialese is a 
“vapid or inflated" whereas Lawrence Duxtreluhas quoted it often in his 
writing including his "Tambirauttu/'rfeanfnrii^ his big Ceylonese drum in 
London," which sounds O.K. to ue because it is a ’.'ACT, repeating the 
same truism over and over again and, because life is cyclic having 
completed the circle, I have returned to Loudon to repeat tne gyrations 


, another circle, fro my new 


again with POETRY LONDON V SERIES, 

office in Bloomsbury Way, a stone's throw away from my first real offic 
in Crave.; House, Kingsvay where Kathleen Raine used to wore with me, 

I am glad since it short-circuits the pulliietion of Poet ry London- 
Ceylon- o bay- New York to Nowhere a non-circle which would be 
against the law of Mature and I was uleasoci to see new circles, pretty 
rings of brightness {floating in the landscape to dispel ordinaryness 
as X had advised everybody to strive for in .ay poetry magazine! In 


my time we only had P oetry Ireland, "oetry hew 

9 ’hnjj d') -i (, h—y 4 


York. asK. oetry Scotland 
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which was dedicated to me since #1 was discriminating artist and frien 

of so many of the Scottish p n ~ t ~ * y a f>n [f '\i th tJia_iinTlj_wit mn ij i " 

pwtyiod beside the commercial ones, Counterpoint f also hands one lyv^d^di- 
cate^l to rue from Oxford by Conrad Senat^ chiefly because I had/pe- 
fricnxtpd the impecunious artist "Wild Gerald" (Gerald tilde)ywhom I 


am sup 
Walk 


d to have locked up daily upstairs in my duplex dm Giuuster 
nsington Eigji 7Street, until he produced some partings which 
is fair ens^ugh--although X never locked up Genlad--sinp’b that's what 
he was therefor, at his own request, J, MacLaren-t^ms has telescoped 
two different situaciions I described to him into one. The first was 
Gerald's, X left, him half a crown a day for lunnif in the hope he 
would lunch down.s£\xrs in ^sther's night-club an?h cafe and not snjBsk 
out to the pubs befox® 1 returned from the office and accompanied/on 1 
our nightly pubcravls which time I hoped he would have some paxhtin, 
ready to take to Sir Kehsneth Clark, Peter V^tsonf Eric Gregory and oth 
friends and veri' often I \ra.s not disappointed, The only trouble was 
that when Gerald sold some'paintings, money vanished overnight in 

some disaster, or accident,\r he simyxy threw it away, Gerald 
needed looking after and having things arranged for^ ^x'flere was the 
day I sent him to show the presentyLoi’d Clark a selection of the weeks 


works Lord Clark paid him £100, ^ime highest I have known him to get 
from anybody at any one time. Gerald promptly called on Erika and 
Stewart Scott who had been lenir Julirha Trevelyan's studio at Durham 
Wharf, Hammersmith, Thsy hadAi jolly bid carouse at The Black Horse 
(Julian's and Sir A.P. Herbert's sta:ping ground) and The Swan and 
after dinner Gerald disappeared into the\lackout, Next morning Stew 
found him fast asleep iny^he square va11ed\garden on the Thames where 
Julian and his first wiire Ursula Darwin Trevelyan, granddaughter of 
Charles, had their Tamils Boat Race parties. NWhat remained of Gerald* 
£100 was in every nook and cranny scattered by Ndne high wind. Stew 
and I kept Julian supplied with all news of Gerald exploits, but, in 
this instance, he 1ms telephoped Gerald's art is tick high state irto 
that of a painter/poet friend of mine called Margaret Hurd, 

The nighy before Larry Durrell sailed for Greece I had intro¬ 


duced her to him, "Get her to keep her hand L^srry.", I told 

him, "get hej /to paint or to write," They h«3S7talkedW* setting off 
to Greece together and soon 1 heard rumours tha'fc' Larry Lacked her up 
daily in a/room without lunch or supper until she produced a poem or 
a painting. This was duly noted by the short-story writer^who has 
most generously ascribed to me in his book what Larry should^be cre¬ 
dited /riib.. But more of this later. 

When waal.iving' An New York I heard of Poetry Bristol. Poetry 

Manchester./ Po^f^-gry^ A.xas^;a\ t 'i{ 4 oetry North Western (from Northwestern II 
U iversity)^and, on my return to London within minutes of ray arrival, 


°f ootry ■ ales and octry St. Ives in Bernard Stone's Bookshop, 
in Kensington Chitkch Walk, Sir John Waller whisked me off to meet 
Bernard, Idward Lucie-Smith and the Liverpuddlian poets sss&i Adrian 
Henri, Brian Patten among them^in his house of a car, sU* Comraer Auto- 
Sleeper Johnny had gotten from Wilson's of Brixton, with his rubicund 
secretary-housekeeper-chauffeur, Michael Ford, chauffeuring and I 
shaving with the car's electric razor. Kensington Churc Walk is eight 
feet wide and Johnny insisted on the car being driven right up to 
Bernard's shopfront where it caused a great commotion. 

By asking to see the Man Behind the Iron Mask, Shakuntala was 
only applying more thumb-screws on me since ^1 was embarrassed I was 
already in bondage. Before I left London, Ann Barr, pretty and clever 
lady at harper's and ueen had me in chains already, part-financing 
my American trip with an advance for an article she might never get. 

She had made a shrewd guess of my character, I suppose. Her genero¬ 
sity (as in the case of T.S. Eliot for whom I published a 60th Birtl - 
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day book- I added the name of my new partner Hicljardrjhayeh as a co¬ 
editor to encourage him in his literary coreer, /^^notorious 
example ray generosity, since heJaad given ray l nglish wife, 
Jacqueline Stanley, £10 to buy htw clothes, after I had torn 

up all mine and ^ut up her hats whJch I burned in my S>rchmont Street 
garden near Russel Square) fired what Anthony Thvaite calls my 
"manic generosity^' and I am going to g&aetdasivo Barr more than she 
bargained former editorial scissors, rubbers md red pencil. 



FIT2R0VIA 



Extract from Tarjbiauttu 's Memoirs LIVING IS A M 
±it or People.Why Don't You Take Your CttflBes 


IHJLTI*STORIED THING 
Off? 


•initial Letter (Insert B ) 
nuA-.u— Cat tion for initial letter in left mars 





Title-.-age of Notebook usae for Memoirs 


was told 2 months ago in New York over the tele hone by 
my 12 year old daughter, Shalom tala, (I had named her after 
mf ' i tBT Kalidasa*; greatest Play, Shal.unta.la , which I had discovered 

\ rr . 'HI If HI 

in a ffr.nbgrst of wonder Sc surprise in a friend's flat, one war-tiae hang-dog 

sornin$peast morning; & Lawrence Binyon said in his introduction that Goethe 

had thought Kalidasa,having the many-storied earth sa^/lhe heaxens for 

« greater ana more vast 

his stage/the.yh le of NalUj?© herself, nan, fa-ns, the vinery-^^c^^re, the 

moiy 11 ®°fta$#n •p?otf£§o#BM ; 'Mf @S®8 HSa Q&r ssk8Q&sl 

than Shakes e&re which the young of today will find a 'cool* statement to make, 

whereas it was unthinkable in the Objective Reporting of y Lond n of the 

'Thirties and 'Forties: 

Woulg'st thou the young years- blossoms & the fruits of its decline 
xs$/:ll by which the soul is charmed t enra tured, feasted 9 combine 
Would*st thou the Earth and Heaven itsolf in one sole Name Combine 
I name thee, 0 Shakuntalai & all at once is said. 

fa&SMKl/JEi ££ 11'. JtAHIHBSXNAEiilAG SKZ 
Goethe, Tr. by Rabindranath Tagore) 

"Daddy, I want to know more about the Tarbimuttun". 


She had been separated from tae from the age of 8 months &, although 

1 see her, at least, once on my annual tri s to the States ( we belong to 

2 different states: I am a Hew Yorker & she lives in Massachusetts) she has 
had to depend on distorted hearsay & circus-clown rumour u/ith tho J.Kaclaren 
-Ross'tragic agliaccl figure looming in the ante-room of ay mind of those 

days, the ol • Vihoatsheaf in Rathbone Place, carrying his stick with the , . , , 

yenrlv w —tx t o b, - v highly 

well-polished', beating the bltjeg? Mrbli’#fco«4^Rftdo®pvei?tyn^iWSe hi# s^-fty^ know 
^^ewIterLnd^gliuihimc^lhcBcrdaTiest. In ressed Mot only by her speech but also 
her growth, I told a friend of mine ab ut it whose only reaction was "We are 
all Americ ns & vie are all searching for our roots all the time* But I don't 
think it was like that with my daughter who had seen her professor stepfather hard 
mC-^hver books Troto his fttrauSu 
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FITZROVIA an Extract from Tambimuttu's Memoirs LIVING IS A MULTI3ST0RIBD THING 
i& or People^JWhy Don't You Take Your Clothes Off? 


■ Initial Letter (Insert B~)— OVER‘S 

_2s$^i o n for initial letter in left margin; 



Title-rare ox Notebook asg for Memoirs 


was told 2 months ago in New York over the telephone by- 
ray 12 year ola daughter, Shakuntala, (I had named her after 
X2U0K^xkKKxs±ter Kalidasa's greatest Play, Shakuntala , which I had discovered 
in a sunbjtrst of wonder 8c surprise in a friend's flat, one war-time hang-dog 

MQrttingxxxk morning; 8c Lawrence Binyon said in his introduction that Goethe 
had thought Kalidasa,having the many-storied earth gag/fete heavens for 
his stage/the whole of Nature herself, man, fawns, th ^^v^^s^ creesers^^he 
moo.n 8c Heaven and Earth 8c Go dm or,' hisu/pr Q t figon fcjB rain ted a/.^cateaos: canvas 


(whence h§ is the. better diifeinatis'9’ 1 1 was. 'ifaujgKJ differently at school) , 
than ohakespe&fe/which the young of ‘today will frnd a r cooI^ statement td'make, 

whereas it/ v**b ‘unthinkable in the Objective Re porting of my London of the 

'Thirties and 'Forties: 


Would'st thou the voung years blossoms 8c the fruits of its decline 
xst^/all by which the soul is charmed, enraptured, feasted, fed, 
Would'st thou the Earth and Heaven itself in one sole Name 
I name thee, 0 Shakuntala.' a.1.1 at once is said. 

Goethe, Tr. by Rabindranath Tagore) 
"Daddy, I want to know more about the Tambimuttus". 


combine 


She^had been separated from me from the age of 8 months 8c, although 

1 d^e her,\^t least, once on my annual tries to the States ( ^belong to 

2 different stal^Ss: I am a New Yorker 8c she lives in Massachusetts) she has 

had to depend on disbs^ted hearsay 8c circus-clown ntrlSour(with the J.Maclaren 

-Ross'tragic lagliacci figufrs^looming in the ante-room of my mind of those 

days/the ol' Wheatsheaf in Rathbond^X J lac><carrying his stick with the 
. .silver Knob, 

well-polished/( beating the blues o^-Lfla&J^outs and poverty v/ith his nifty, highly 
entertaining,miniscule scrip^HT our infr^u^nt correspondence to get to know 
me, whence, I think, h£j?"'re quest. Impressed notbn^y by her speech but also 
her growth, I tolik a friend of mine about it whose only'kp^action was "We are 
all iimerican^8r we are all searching for our roots all the time> s But I don't r 

think jX 'was like that with my daughter who had seen her profess orksl e p fa t he r hafid^ 
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and friend 


*■ «***■ 

which was dedicated to me since f"L wasj/^discriminating 
of so many of the Scottish poets^a i -e nf: with tho of t- ly art 

od beside the commercial ones, Counterpoint , also handsomely decl¬ 
ine from Oxford by Conrad Senat, chiefly because I had be 
the impecunious artist "Wild Gerald" (Gerald Wilde) whojaf X 

.ocked un dailv unstairs in my duplex in GXouster 

Y vyn 


panic 

ca\ed to 
friended 
\ 


Balk 


Kensingt on 



is fair \nough--a! 
he was thesqe for, at his 
two different situations 


up daily upstairs in my duplex in G] 

Street, until he produced some painting's which 
hough I never locked up Ger4/4d--since that *s what 

own request, . MacLaren-Ross has/telescoped 
X described to him into one. Thovfirst was 


Gerald Ls, 


would lunch do 
out to the pubs before I 
our nightly pubcrawly b 
ready to take to Sir 
friends and very often 
that when Gerald sold so 
some disaster, 
needed looking 


>ft him half a crown a day for lurnm in thep hope he - 

tairs in Esther ! s night-club and cafe pd not sn§ak 

- ——— ' 


returned from the office ana accompamea^on 
which time X hoped he would Jfrave some paintings 
enneth Clark, Peter at son, me Gregory and other 
was not disappointed a TJre only trouble was 
s,e paintings, the moneyvanished overnight in 
or acciden\ or he simply thrpw it away* Gerald 
after and having things arranged for^nliere was the 
day I sent him to show the present Lord J^larlc a selection of the weeks 
work* Lord Clark paid him £1Q0, the highest I have known him to get 
from anybody at any one time, \Geraia promptly called on Erika and 
Stewart Scott who had been lent Julian Trevelyan 1 s studio at Durham 
Wharf, Hammersmith, Thsy had a Jfnlly old carouse at The flack horse 
(Julian* s and Sir A.P. Herbert Vs stamping ground) end .he hwen and 
after dinner Gerald disappeared int\ the blackout« Next morning Stew 
found him fast asleep in th/sqnare Veiled garden on the Thames where 


Julian and his first wife 
Charles, had their famou 
£100 was in every nook 
and I kept Julian^ 


granddaughter of 




remained o: 
high wind. 


Gerald^ 

Stew 


rsula Darwin Trevelyan, 

Boat Race par\ies. Nhat 
d cranny scattered by the 

witn ail news oT Gerald exploits, but, in 
telescoped Gerald 1 s aVtistic high state into 
et friend of mine called\Margaret Hurd© 
fore Larry Durrell sailed \ot Greece I had intro- 

a\it, Larry,", I told 
jf^ejxalked of setting off 
that i Garry locked her up 


/ 


that of a painter-j 
The night 

duced her to him/ "Get her to keep her hand 
him* "get her Jco paint or to write," They 
to Greece together and soon X heard rumours 


daily in a/room without lunch or supper until she Produced a poem or 
a painting* This was duly noted by the short-story writer, who has 
most generously ascribed to me in his book what Larry\hould be cre¬ 
dited/ with. But more of this later. 

When IpV/ap Idling.in New York 1 heard of Poetry Bristol, Po etry 
Manchester, /Poey try Alaska,'' Poetry North western (from N o r thw e s t e r n 




U iversity) and, on 
of Tog try Bales and 


my return 
Poetry St 


to London within minutes of my arrival, 
Ives in Bernard Stone*s 


Bookshop, 

in Kensington Church Walk, Sir John Waller whisked me off to meet 
Bernard, dward Lucie-Smith and the Liverpuddl .an poetsj,^. Adrian 
Henri, Srian Patten among them^in his house of a car, a Corner Auto- 
Sleeper Johnny had gotten from Wilson*s of Brixton, with his rubicund 
secretary-housekeeper-chauffeur, Michael Ford, chanffeuring and 1 
shaving with the car*s electric razor, Kensington Church Walk is eight, 
feet wide and ohnny insisted on the car being driven right up to 
Bernard*s shopfront where it caused a great commotion. 


By asking to see the Man 
only applying more thumb-screws on 
already in bondage. Before I left 


ehind the Iron 
me since n X 
London, Ann 


Mask, Shakuntala was 
was embarrassed I was 
Barr, pretty and clever 


lady at :aroer * and ueon had 
my American trip with 
She had made a shrewd 
sity (as in the case of 


me in chains already, part-financing 
an advance for an article she might never get, 
guess of my character, I suppose. Her genero- 
T.S. Eliot for whom 1 published a 60th Births 
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day book- I added the name of my new partner Rlchard ^^ rc ^ ^ as a co¬ 
editor to encour his literary career, notorious 

example my generosity, since he^ had given my English wile, 

Jacqueline Stanley, £10 to buy ^new clothes^w^y alter I had torn 
up all mine and gjut up her hats which I buried in my Marchmont Street ^ 
garden near Russeli Square ) Tired what Anthony Thwaite calls rny 
"manic generosiftw! 1 and I a going to give Ann Barr more than she 
bargained for /Her editorial scissors, rubbers and red pencil. 


•V ^ 


s 


♦ M 
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She had been separated from me from the age of 8 months &, 
although I see her once at least on my annual trips to the States (we 
belong to 2 different states: I am a New Yorker, & she lives in 
Massachusetts), she has had to depend on distorted hearsay and 


circus-clown rumour — with the J. MacLaren Ross' tragic Fagliacci 

figure looming in the ante-room of my mind,oi those days, in the 
wSatsheat in Kathbon, Place, carryin e his stick with the well-polishea 

silver knob, beating the blues of blackouts and poverty with his 
nifty, highly entertaining, miniscule script, & the plots for most 

stories nrovided for him by a plottopedia, an enormous tome called 
pi otto, which Julian told me as one Fitzrovian to another capsuled 


every possible tyre of plot and variations one could think of— & our 
infrequent correspondence to get to know me, whence, I thinj&K, 

Shakuntala's request. Impressed not only by her speech but also 

ger growth, I told a friend of mine about it whose only reaction was "We 

are all Americans & we are all seardhing for our roots all the time. But 

don't think it was like that with my daughter who had seen her professor 

stepfather hand me over 


I 
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leaf, o J ' Poetry, the rultifoliate tree," which "npopthgn, to use 
nthony Thwaito's ln—stri ed of "ici^lese is '•vapid or inflated" 


whereas Laurence Burrell has quoted it often in ks± his writing 

iv ?r ding hie "Tambirauttu boating: his big Coy onese drum in London," 
which rounds C.K* to ne because it is a FACT, repeating the same 

truisms over and over again &, because life is cyclic having completed 
tlx, u£Ffau - he circle, I have returned to London to re eat the gyrations 

ago in ith MTV': LOFDCT BET BV8IEB&, or other circle, from :cy new 
of-'ice in ftSkmiH "i rut v^jrcggg in Bloomsbury ivy, a stone's throw away from 
ay first real office in Cr von house, Kings way where Kathleen Raine 
user | •: o jork with me* 1 am glnd since it short-circuits the pullulation 
of Poet ry London - Ceylon - Bo:, lay ~ How York to Borhero a non -circle 
which would bo against the laws of Kafcurej sen* &, vmm*-I /"leased to 
see new circles, -pretty rings of brightness ..leaving in the landscape 

77° S •hY*’ . 

to dis el ordinoryness as I had advised ©verybody^Ein ny poetry ^ 

magazine J In . y tire we only had ootry Ireland, Poetry Hew York 

and Poetry Sc. tland. which tins dedicated to me rdr.ee "I was a discrindnatin, 

artist and friend of so many of the Scottish poets along with the 

only art magazine of the o.ri-d beside the correrci’1 .ones. Counterpoint, 

*>y C^o' vx - St M r- 

i-oo h .ndsorao’y dedicated to me ffrey Ostforj^fthlefly because I had 
befriended the is ecimioua art is tjjjf Gerald Wilde)whoa X - su ; osod to 
have locked u daily upstairs in my du lex in Gloucester -'elk, Ken sin :ton 
High rtreot, until he produced some Taint in rs which is fair enough — 
altho- gh I never locked u Gerald — since that's what he was there for, 
at his ovai re cues t. J #IlacLr ron-Ik sr? has telesco ed two different 

e.M nations I described to him into one. The first .as Gerald's, I loft 
him half a crotm a day for lunch in the ho e lie would lunch doanstairs 
in Esther'a night-club an" cafd^ar.S^no9 0 niifcifi E ou^t$^tni'' fibs before/ 
jt accomp anied on our nightly ubcmwls by which time T hope ", ho would 

have sene aintins ready to take to v lir Kenneth Clark, Peter Vatson, 

; ' - 5 -. 

Uric Gregory asSI/other friends a?wl Very oft n X was not disc wointed. 

ain tinge 

Xltc only trouble was fch t when Gerald sold some/the money vanished 


overni ht in some d .caster . or nepidont. or he sin ly threw it away, 

J (/V ' 

Gerald needed looking after sewk/having things arranged for him. There 
was Che day I had ont him to allow the resent Lord Clark a selection 
c':' the weeks work.- Lord Clark ; aid him €100, che highest I have known 
him to get from anybody at any one time. Garold promptly called on 
brika and Set Stevrart Scott who had been lent Julian Trevelyan's studio 
at Durhan llharf, II ramersmith, They had a jo’ ly old carouse at The Black 
Horse (Julian's and Sir A.P.Herbert's stars ing ground) and The Swan » 
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leaf, of Poetry, the multifoliate tree," which "apopthgm, to use 
Anthony Thwaite's in-strioed officialese is "vapiu or inflated" 

whereas Lawrence Durrell has quoted it often in hs± his writing 

including his "Tambimuttu beating his big Ceylonese drum in London," 
which sounds O.K. to me because it is a FACT, repeating the same 

truisms over and over again &, because life is cyclic having completed 

the circle, I have returned to London td repeat the gyrations 

again with POETRY LONDON NEW SERIES/, another circle, from my new 

office in &±E±±±3Uix&XEitHK in Bloomsbury Way, a stone's throw away from 

my first real office in Craven House, Kingsway where Kathleen Raine 

used to work with me. I am glad since it short-circuits the pullulation 

of Poetry London - Ceylon - Bombay - Hew York to Nowhere a non-circle 

which would be against the laws 01 Naturey send: &, \sme I^pleased to 

see new circles, pretty rings ox brightness floating in the, landscape 

to dispel ordinaryness as I had advised everybody/in my poetry ** 

magazine.' In my time we only had Poetr y Ireland, Poet r y New York 

and Poetry Sco tland which was dedicated to me since "I was a discriminating 

artist and friend of so many of the Scottish poets along with the 

only art magazine oi the erioa beside the commercial ones, Counterpoint, 

,b<j ^ “ 

also handsomely dedicated to me from Oxford/chiefly because I had 

"Wild GeralcP' J 

befriendeu the imoecunious artis^(Gerala Wilde)whom I am su posed to 
have locked up daily upstairs in my duplex in Gloucester Walk, Kensington 

High &reet, until he produced some paintings which is fair enough _ 

although I never locked up Gerald — since that's what he was there for, 
at his own request. J.KacLaren-Ross has telesco ed two different 

situations I described to him into one. The first was Gerald's. I left 
him hall a crown a day for lunch in the hope he would lunch downstairs 
in Esther's night-club and cafd^ani^no? e |nea£ ri ou^ e to ± ifte e pubs before/ 

accompanied on ^ur nightly pubcrawls by which time I hoped he would 

have some pairjjtiijs ready to take^to Sir Kenneth Clark, Peter Watson, 

Eric Gregory/aarf other friends/a&d-very often I was not disappointed. 

^ paintings 

The only trouble was that when Gerald sold some/the money vanished 
overnight in some disaster^ or accident^or he simply thretv it away. 

Gerald needed looking after and having things arranged for him. There 
was the day I had sent him to show the present Lord Clark a selection 
of the weeks work. Lord Clark paid him £100, the highest I have known 
him to get from anybody at any one time. Gerald promptly called on 
Erika and Th Stewart Scott who had been lent Julian Trevelyan's studio 
at Duxnam ■hari, Hammersmith. They had a jolly old carouse at The Black 
(Ilian's and air A.P.Herbert's stamping ground) ana The Swa n, 
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-aad^after ITaxt morning 

x issr./ dlr.ner Gerald dieap; oared into the blackout. aa^A hea^ tew found 

... fr-stxs--iftxjfefcdfc^kiibc -aot asles in the.square garden walled garden 
. . Av iAA. , irs x» 

-.»• < / tr.e Th.nes where Julian and his/ lie Ursula 1 nr win 

Race 

Trevelyan, granddaughter of Charles, had their ’-.nous Boatsasa/ arties. 

_What remained of Gerald's £100 w s in 

VC V'-’l a.'W . 

’ ry -asi—&i.^4ihe garden, scattered by the hi h wind, '’tew and I 

X1QWS ox 

ha t Jv.lian . v lied with/all of Gerald's 2:;.a5:nxiri : e:. loits fbut ,in 
this irstance,he has telescoped Gerald's artistic high" state into that 
of a vinter- oet friend of mine called Margaret Hurd* 'Jhe.^qht before 
vi'..cd Per Greece I had introduced her WTTiim* Get her to 

i I told^ifeiwgr, get her to paint or to writeII"They 

had talked of setting off to Greece together aegfysoon T heard rumours 

daily A- 

-hat Larry locked her up/ a a room without lunch or su er until she 
reduced a con or a aintiag# Thi- was^dul^_noted by ^=h short-story 
writer, who has — 3 — 1 --—-— t ~ < -*- 7 - • 


harry Purre11 
keep her hand 


noted - 

/ascribed to me* du his book 


A 

«— 

uier, 


v/hat Larry s ould be credited with. But gore of this later. ij_ hen 

no laving in Lew fork I hoard f . e ;ry 3ristoi « .. -.v.fcr-y. Ii..: Ph.orH 
oetry hr ska , oe try North Me:: tern (from KorthwesT^Vn University) 

cn my fftyltz-xivaT'o? 11 • aadi ftwi g ^ilalaflu c within 

miuutes/^ /roetry Palos and Poetry St. Ives/ .in Bernard Stone's Bookshop, 
xn - an sin -ton Churnh Walk. Sir, John Mailer whisked me of£ fy., moot 
.Bernard, Edward Lucie-Snith^^kd the Liver uvdlian oets, Brian Patten 
among them, kisickisxJcraratnbigrdcncBaxof..a in h5.s house of a car, a 
.,onrer Auto-Sleeper Johnny had gotten frora .'ilson's of Brixton ^wifh/ 
his rubicund secretary-horsekee er Hhuf f c£r nfemngfertrn? Michael Ford, 
chau.t'iqbing and I shaving with the car's alec trie raaor. Ken sin ton 
Church /Talk is about eight feet vd.de and Johnny insisted on the 

car t a .mg riven right up the Bernard's sho front where it cased: caused 
p -re a t c o mrao t ion . 


By asking to see the Man Behind the Iron Mark, Shakuntala ’was only 
c.i'Plyiug more i hur.b-screws on me since I was o. -.harassed I was already 
in b adage. Before 1 (eft London, Ann Barr, -retty Taut} sW-T^ula um 
' * jivv./v i/ s and pueon had mv in chains already, part-financing 
my American trip with an adv nee for an article she might never get. 

he v.-d made a shrewd guess of my character, I su ose,xKx>:x Her 
penercsity (as in th • of T.S.Eli ^ whom I ? a 60th 

Birthday book - I added the name of my new, oartner Richard March 

,oa v //i ^.d n tv"c- 

as a co-edtor sxzsz to encourage him in his literacy career,- since he 
hftd —y 
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OT&/after Next morning 

X^tossDc/dinner Gerald disappeared into the blackout. iax^xtd^Sc/Stew found 

him fast asleep in the^sau^re ^cardHX walled garden 

cm,jiiA'iiWffki.ii^Vthe Thames where Julian and his/wife Ursula Dnrwin 

Race 

Trevelyan, granddaughter of Charles, had their famous BoatMttft/’arties. 


^ a ^ 3 t£^xfexxi:ksxkxgkx 3 dH]i]f What remained oi Gerald 1 s £100 w, 

/£ Ci/ ^ 14.. W . 


every pa 


m 


sobered by the high wind. Stesw^id I 


kept Julian sup lied with/all ox Gerald's Expisiirix exploits^but,in 
this instance,he has telescoped Gerald's artistic high state into that 
of a painter-poet friend of mine called Margaret Hurd. jfc?he night before^^^ 
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and Ghanian diplomat (co-star with Lena Horne, Lartha Hitt, 
Dizzy Gillesie etc.), ohly recently contacted, will be i eluded 


along with Russell Croft one of the most picturesque ukxra and 
characteristic/ofthe quarter. 


. .. a¥ nf chanter will be deleted to preserve the 

Many of the names at end ox cna. oex 

aMkx&asriaOCX up to the ifif±i»»®r«*^n Fifties. 


C hapter 2: THE WORKROOMS^OF FITZROVIA 


indifference to that fact „ 

Lack of cash, and Zasi. was rhe keyno w tie 

Fitzrovia/ of my early days. ^|^^6f°co!fi^lt^he^ctfl 
or sixpence for a pint of bitter at the Fitzroy Tavern/were the 

f 6 0S i - 4 , 

entrance £gjt/f£3P these 'clubs' There were, of course, ue gj. ,sus 
of earlier days, 'the slummers ' who Exinrxad in their larger world 


had found no perfect place and ks and had returned to seek ±k once 


mofe the early dream trapnogm with the younger generation in 
The Wheatsheaf Jayerh, the Swiss and French and other rubs. 8^ 
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Cha ter 1 : FITZROVIA 


expanded an accte of my arr , 
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'^reroraftoH^ Way/v 

were su ressed for lack of space. Gab Kaye, the jazz musician/ 
and Ghanian dimplomat ((co-star with Lena Horne, Eartha Kitt, 

Dizzy Gillespie etc.), ohly recently contacted, will be included 
along with Russell Croft one of the most picturesque and 

characteristic/of^UIgggXiMiiiEX^SSxfeftx^SiS^^x the quarter. 

i nf chanter will be deleted to preserve the 

Many of the names at end of cnapuer 

l . -i _„ cr'i"AT‘v3 ine and to "prosorv© tlis 

unity°of S the S book n Ss’an 0 account'of Fitzrovia as it was &xa*x&X 
ftftfefcrfbari»«JE up to the Fifties. 
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of earlier days, 'the slummers • who xxxurxsa in their larger world j 
had found no perfect place and fex and had returned to seek ±k once 
mofe the early dream inxyTOKXXX with the younger generation in ‘ ^ ^ 
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where he said,iiiii±Ss±SaE*S-d.neo3arec-tl7, Philip lived. It was Patrick de Mar4, 
currently a psychiatrist in Upper Harley Street, who answered the door bell. 
"Do come in, I am Philip's brother," he said and some years fwrssfeA 
that as I crouched by his gas fire on a brown poof he thought I was either 
Qpa. or the J?evil.|jlt was in Pat's flat a few days later that I met Stephen 
spender who contriblrted to the first number of Poetry London published 
exactly a a JJi?/S&iS i ifPjiSufeJ d ?§.59,/tfig poet Gavin swart who she was 

appointed Production Manager of the £hree publishing houses I had 
founded/MifSjns^oetry London, Mandeville Publications named after the 
Mandeville Hotel/where I entertained XK±±Krx/fifti n $fs.Eliot, Wyndham Lewis 
Henry Moore eue and Lawfence i/urrell, and William Campion named partly 
for the son of my new partner Richard March and for one of my secretaries 
Betty Campion Jesse whose name should survive in the annais of English 
Literature through her association v7ith/Iiacxlax£ u foef’E^xilElia^^fole 102 
his life in ihExiastxKarx World War II. 



j4* is <ryi- Jt> y H c> :U-*_sx,vt <C *<r x 

— d. — Jirtrt(' c^A- ti te. Ail~{( C A' t< i. t si*. 'A/^r-a. y-C A_ X/t— ^ 

/In X •futile j^X-t ^ w a-/ A* Ak; IcSo^ *> A*/? ^ 

Ayfi<Jc*Cfih& r^^ay CuA<S* C £ X „\A /Sj 

** Cj ^sK'*'&■*** i~*v ‘A* **"^ ^ ?4 4V/wv.^ <-tL 

c-rU^oth^ ^ J£ y c^^eaVii,* 

torch I am carrying around the world.” Belov/ the 1 torch 1 he sported 

£l C t A'* 

a nut and bolt/pie^bemg the coat’s fabric. "It’s the right nut 

screwed in the right way,” Kedvers declared. I was most surprised 

to hear that te*e/first English Bohemian I had met, mjr^ introduction 
,*/ lu b 6^ti fiU' t<rl^ 'ht'A ^ lv J s l ^ A Me_ ^ * 

to Fitzrovia, v/as also a qualified solicitor^ ”You must leave 
oA' ^ <A ^ 

your hotel/'and I’ll find you a room in/Howland Street^/where I live. . 

/ Vi wkc 


And 1^11 introduce you to Philip O’Connor ^o@ 9 ££pw. He is a p4al __/ <v~ ^ t 

yAt ■ su » s*sO” - oj&jjwri^ a ATTZ&T'ZZk*' ! 


ipoetj^ bee you at noon at Madame Buhler f s^|t? neyer met^he^.ady 
again or discovered who she v/as. fShe|iiwas paafthahly the midnight 

Ar a a .{, V” 


stripper in Ahe Blue Anp-ef ' 1 * nightclub/and Redvers seldom missed r 

k iu-i- - *CC>V J J*, hj i, VU-~l /A. <au C *'/'/•■* Z&~ aJT ^ 

that ecstatic moment^ destined never to c a t , since the 

> .{C-VV f k f Z4*-p s £<■ Ct 

club must havey e -jr OtoO d very soon afterwards. ||__The^Po^t Office Tower ^ ^ 

-fcdcui ~ ’ **• - U- *- VV 



cdf'uri 


has Erased the houses of Howland Street^ t'sena y ana Madame Buhler 

a v ^ ^ £ 

where v/riters, editors and artists met over/ s -&e«»isrg cups of 






jCln* (** lu 


rx - xv *- 

" B >?C 3 %*sp 

l l V [ tV ^ rC-Y*c~ 

c r**: AwpPujS^ _ 

V.h«.X j! f ‘ 


it/coffee in ^e/old Scala Theatre building/has/vanished. A 


Ca ILlA <tk- H aA<v»*c- j ^ ^ 

I/wssrttere the next day for my appointment with Redvers and ^ w*V^ 

►’C ” s 

Philip 0 ’Connor» and noticed ^slouched, sanaalletP ^td^long-haire^ ^ t~‘ 


figure with intense eyes ana nursed lips_ / £t*e±i.-ifi- r 4 

aA c*"**+tf 

walk /out c 


■' iSk^SSfd 


ana 


Cv^UT- y ^■3g^Z- ~ - - 

as casually as he had sailed in. I/guessed he was the poetj£. 


^Re dver^^was sorry he was late^and su ggfsted I called at A, Fit^roy 




/l P 


iClrV^ 

A 

*S1 


Viv — 

, ,, < irV-dw , P.' 

iwered the 

door bell. "Do come in, I am Philip’s brother," he said and some 


3) 


— ..— JKp r rw~ ’ v — 

Street, where, he said, PhilirA^ase'd. It was/PaU’ick ^Kare^; 

O' 'X^ch IruuAt^ & C C<f\ Al Vk t-Q^" ^TAHx. A A-^ ^ ^ 

=^> currently a psychiatrist in Upper Harley Street^ who answered the 

^/i j 


t M^m r s^ i f n cm'steg h ef s hii Ss|_i^*in 


me- out -in 




- ft, c y El ^' 'iX^ 

a brov/n pocif he thought I v/as either &Qd o »r the Deviiy* '^yjixs strange 

Bror de Mare, the shadovity and legendary 





very shy man who v/as always embarassed by the fact he had to wear the 


j H 
< 1 ^ f- A^r^Vir 


Viking helmet with horns aij ifche annual dinners, did gfove to be of g»*&t ' p 

_ .k P~r/ ru ^ s+«~.7~+ ^ Z&dfctgt 

/usei^st before the start of the Secona Worl^A/ar 'JM ter^the study o * A- 
medicine at Cambridge and before the complet ion of his training at 
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St. George’s Hospital, Pat had decided to throw medicine to the winds 


to pursue a career as a button accordionist in the cafds of Paris - a 
truly romantic and fat-like decision. He was upset over a girl called Nina 
ana wished to flee as far away from her as possible. When Anthony 
Dickins, who subsequently founded Poetry London with me a few months later, 

■ifn tte-tv-i 

brought me/I promptly called on him from nearby Whitfield Street to 
extract a promise from him that he would ao nothing of the kina and 


continue with his studies at St.George's. Bu&, then, Tony's angry block 

burst into my room later that afternoon like a fighting bull with a 

startling fire in his grey-blue eyes which he s orts even todayAwhen 

he gets excited over some topic in our conversation, or after a brilliant 

f;«*gega—flyi ng int o -t-hg air or thrusting b.^pk the y strands of 
musical performance, flushed" and excited in char net er istic^ ifony fashion/^/ 

is ' acki.ng his bool-cs f . es r~ "oyis's. The chap i s leaving." he 


fingers flying into the air or thrusting back the soft gold strands of 

his fine hair:"The chap is leaving," he shouted. "He is packing his books 

more ft 

for Messrs. Foyle , s« ft I hurried back to 4 Fitzroy Street^sgsaoT ana a 7 s 
I refurbished acxfcfcs/^Sok!shelves ggdi±HHixh±gx hXBH xaraxigxKH HX-^ct ga j .n from his 

fast* 

open suitcases, Pat/Jss^iumbfounded on that very same brown pouf by the 

ft * c 

gas fire I^yma. occupying for the first time, on my first visit. He 
did not utter one sound during my entire bizarre performance. 'You 
promised to stay, 11 I explained^and grabbing Nina by her arm literally 
dragged her down the narrow stairs and pavement to the more/i^ixxxsx 
entrane to 8 Fitzroy Street two houses away. Nina was a rather unattractive, 
xmixsiadffkBXx bespectacled,frowsy-haired ana vociferous/Con&mnental - our 
G Ar e jLe ^always wondered "had"Tor fat -that other- : girl-s hadn*t - 

v 

and she was being/vea?y argusafce tative. &&kx ff you must think of l^hat's, 
best for Pat, M I kept repeating maneuvering her past the^ stairs which 
led to the first floor back studio where iiuncan Grant lived with Vanessa 

JL ha A- <h> kufo cUt fauLfLC*- fr/u-JU IV&- ^ a-S'C >- stl y l*. x efi p 

. ' rp y /TH- I J *- J**'*' 5 

Bell I had a key to the old James McNeill Whistler^ studio in—front 

from the poet and painter Benny Beaumont (Count Rakozi) who li vecr <4n 

% 

/if ^ ^ *t*tS-*t**tf 















producing his walking stick with a flourish# His house keys were 
attached to its crook with bootlace and a sheaf of poems were 

/l*vA 

neatly wrapped round the stem^ held together with rubber bands# 

I recognized at a glance that the ^oerns 1 were ’occasional 1 
schoolboy scribblings, jottings in a schoolboy script, flagrantly 
romantic,and almost illiterate. 


’’What is that?” I asked, pointing to strips of red cloth he 
had wired into the lapel of his rust red overcoat which, balanced 
incongruously on top of a rusty bicycle, was a well known feature 
of Fitzrovia in those days# ”It f s the flaming torch I am carrying 
around the world.” Below the ’torch’ he sported a nut and bolt 
secured right through the coat’s fabric# "It’s the right nut 
screwed in the right way,” Redvers^deel- »y«d . I was most surprised 
to hear that this fir st^ English Bohemian I had met, my introduction 
to Fitzrovia, was also a qualified solicitor who had inherited his 
father’s law practice in the City. "You must leave your hotel at 
once and I’ll find you a room in the Howland Street house where I 
live. And I’ll introduce you to Philip O’Connor tomorrow. He is 
a real poet, you know. See you at noon at Madam Buhler’s. She 

is Swiss ana her son Robert Buhler is an up and coming painter of 

* 

these parts. 


I never met the Garbo-ish lady again or discovered who she 

was. In all probability she was the midnight stripper in The Blue Ange l 

nightclub I had heard of, and Redvers seldom missed that ecstatic 

moment when, according to reports, everything came off. I was aestined 

Sccv* Ay 

never to see that act since the club must have been shut doi^^Afey 
the police- vey y a ff -b -cr 

The Post Office Tower has today erased the houses of Howland 
Street* and Madame Buhler’s, where writers, editors and artists 

ct>xy 

met over aromatic cups of Continental coffee in,this/fefesgr annexe 

j ju c (A b j 

of the old Scala Theatre building/has similarly vanished. 






* 


- J> - 


pitrrfipt/L i*\ 


l [ I Madame Buhler's the next day for my appointment with 

...— / A f\ a . 

/A- C' / k-&- /C — 4-0^)^ 

Redvers and Philip O’Connor, and noticed a/slfiftcdteGt, sandalled, and 


4-^. J 4 ^'jA. ok CC-M-bc*e* V 1 " C-c i ^a. 'y\e~ok. J 

long-haired figure with intense eyes and pursed lips,/who surveyed 

4*^ A e*0 > >■■*= 

the place like a vinegary monarch, took one peppery look around/and 

then walked out as casually as he had sailed in. I correctly 

guessed he was the poet whose explosive sa- r«r%i-o aegtl and poetic 

images, tinged b^ W rasa ^or^poet g ^ 


(literally, taste in the 


mouth) were already familiar to me in the literary periodicals of 
jo c“C-~v s t4L u<ri- if-***. 

the time. His /work- -was by no means as consistently ja&d and ndeded 

careful editorial selection. And since Phil was consistenly losing e f- 

£cc i4~fj r A cu\. 

his typescriptesome years later I used to pay his second wife,/Maria/ ^ b 
every time she brought some poems/jto my office in Manchester Square 
to add to the growing collection in my cupboard. 


Redvers was sorry he was late, and suggested I called at 

Hr I Fitzroy Street, where, he said, Philip often holed up. It was/ 

the Apollonian Patrick de Mare with an aureole^f blond curly hair 

who is currently a psychiatrist and a French button accordionist ' . 

& c * 1*4 a*-*- I 


of some distinction -f or—rel^ xgiiSbn in, 
according to recent newspaner'reoorx 


lamps tea<fj_- 
> TL * 

i door bell./ 


"Do come in, I am Philip's brother," he said and some months later 
confessed to me in 'The Country Pub' in Rathbone Place that as I 
crouched by his gas fire on a brown pouf he thought I was either 

fr'h €- r _ 

the Devil or Sometfeiag Eloe. ^Ttris stnan-ge—belief... ef—Pa-t-f-e-, the 
son of the prominent Swedish timber merchant, Bror de Mare ., the 
shadowy and legendary jarl or 'Earl' of the Scandinavian .Society 

of-Britain- ( the fa inter sven . Rcrl j n _ 













FITZROVIA by Tambimuttu 


On the third day after my arrival in .London/in January 
19 ^ 8 , in the Japanese ship, the Nippon Yushen Kaisha's 
Kashima haru , which had been built in Victorian Englander 
G-emth.aiiH5ton and boasted the service and cuisinef/bf two cultures f 

pjaffA-Ogrriphgg^ and not in a sailing boat as o-ft-L mug-fudf ty reported 

by J. Maclaren Ross in his'book of misrepresentations and fairy 

tales^/ oaid: ed Memoirs of the Forties , I had already discovered 

Fitzrovia^and settled down at m-5 t Howland Street, maybe in the 

same house where Verlaine and Rimbaud had once conducted their 

stormy love affair. Enid Etarkie's book on Rimbaud, which was 

published around the time of my arrival, gives their exact address 

b-v-'h 

i«--4i[arl-trfvd b-ty«ai=-«ft4/over the j r ears I understand from-runth_e ny 
-f?U fj- yW k f 

Bdfcste^rss/the system <^/iwaWi4ft»5tlie houses may have changed. 

3 «- vse fry 

/ T hi i n inn iinin. t i 1 1 Tin I, - I, - iii v <~i 1 y ( j h » . ve -a- nasa -foz"^c'lti»84/se t 


forth the previous night from the now vanished Melbourne House Hotel^ 
in Gow&r Street.in the general direction of Fitzrovia^and discovered 

The Harem , a nightclub by The Wheatsheaf Tavern in Pathbone Place. . 

f / jo n Hf;*y 

4^. a_+-C 1 C' Y- CLAyv C-kV <T L W 

and as I was sipping my beer at my table, who shoula^w^i^^aaa but the fabulous 

J <Vv^ *\rh' ch? Ac 6,* st — rf- iPfcrf* a. 

1 O £ /- h i<X, JL fY ]F~& T' (£• 1 ' ' 

^eeteb. Garbo J/. She was accompanied by a tall, most distinguished looking 
individual with reddish hair and beard and piercing eyes. His aquiline 
features and bearing were arresting and as he hesitated by the entrance 
with roving eyes, which were like radar probe^+ I shot up from 
my seat impulsively. Would they care to join me for a drink? He 
was utterly delighted and during the course of the evening I gathered 
a fund of curious knowledge about him. He was an errand boy, (by 
which he was c ocky referring to his nomadic, picaresque style of 
existence), and a poet to boot. n And so am I," I said, truthfully, 
having published three slender collections in Ceylon. Could I have a look 
at some of his poems? "Most certainly," said Charles Haddon Redvers Gray, 
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nee a child tore off 

Soar enail eerreted ltnina 

4ad twisted their crashed. spills 

Into iiia n striie, filled 

Jti® brain with jrreen-juiced briar 

Mbetd with his sweat. Birr, fiats 

iiugr’Od the snail of Fn land. 

1 %ma very fortunate to sect anth nyt Dicklns at this party within a fow 
deyr, after tay or ival in Load* »♦ He had luo cobs down irocs SssflMEfelpne 
Cor us Christi, Cataferidge, where 4 as the Crgtn Scholar, he had Marlowe 's 

rooo •-• i th a .r- «<1 inns on ton of which ■-at a bust of iloister Crowly *s 
Slash rise jobs woman/ Betty May* by 2u^ Sykes ,! «tvi#** a A -n at t.John’s 

ho i0D> 

the ret/ drove u to one of fc oir srtlea, carried Kathleen xnto his 
tiny firrirmTSS s ortserr and drove off * la ter he did the otvac to kits 
Staple ’ ite, the «m*i»fl i fM | § s j i m s d i ps llf iitsen "fi r —Mllflgly tiny nnd 
petite lacs, wtcU to *the seiuritiss* *• great rief cctwtyod to a© in 
occasional earrs# lienee nithsaa ever a eriod of rover a\ months* Jones, 
the sue sest-fd a cMtsot, and Anns Madge who writes wetry C hove 
nfcl letted one of her oeas) are Kathleen*© and Autries R&lft *s children* 
curw* Sat* lean is a , randiaother jot of talon tod grandchildren. .-. minted 
this fontnii join tij Mai®* (seed ; ’) Jn ' o* • xchri ft for .jL»-._»__ •* 

a biri d y bo- .!-/f * r the me ism Bat-.arias *• Bennett* 


Ctrl -in re-ere on p.£l2 of f S a t e ct rlft foe* ! .> .0* 


Ihe tide rises* the tide falls, 

lb© oe® bubbloe/ the wind cal"*, , 

Haves burst with laughter the xi.xnm, 

a* iie tide rices* the vik falls* 

The son bubbles the wind 33KKBB* calls. 

Hie waves buret si h length* 
ter the spray flies, 

Hi© wind sings the cPores end evory 
gn.1.1 cries* 

■rhe sea saot/fn^actor dr owns end sells 
Use tide rises the tide falls* 
at * M s m' t ii i n tJUrast* fch> 1 ftM»«fhilkai. 

itttm Thomas in t run or Tossy) as he 1* «a ! #d at. hose has sands it 
deer hie is a ponter- oea, a poea meant for ashtbittern on a wall. 
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nee a child tore off 
lour auaxl peri' ted leaves 

And twisted their crushed spills 

Into hie nostrils* filled 

gis brain wxth green-juiced briar 

Hired with hir, sweat. Eis fists 

Hurled the smell of Inland. 


I was very fortunate to meat Anth nji Dickins at this party within a feu 
days after my arviv. 1 in London. He had just come down from fibodaeiip^ 

Cor us Christ!, Cambridge, wherem as the Organ Scholar, he had Marlowe's 
room with a grand ia-o on top of which net a bust of Aleister Crowd's 
Black -ass Jrax women/ Betty May, by Hugh Sykes Davies, a don at St.John’s 


ho was Kathleen Maine's nuoband until Char lee Madge of Mass Observation, 
from South Africa, rather than the South Asrxcan oet, 
the poet/ drove up to one of their parties, carried Kathleen into his 

tiny aocaxteiut s ortscar and 'rove off - later he did the same to $a£x 


Ste hen’s wife, the rmziHgi^xttHyxniRdxnetiier'Insas the, amaaingly tiny and 

petite Inez, much to ’the sensitive’ *s great rief 'conveyed to me in . 

occasional corres ondonee Kfcfcizxss over a eriod of several Months. James/ 

the suoeeesaful a. chiteet, and Anna Madge who writes oefcry C [have 

published one of her ^>ems) are Kathleen’s and Charles Madge's children, 

and Kathleen is <&■-} ban d olhe* zex of talented grandchildren. I r in ted 

this poster- oer/Lby Thomas A. Madge (aged o) in eapaclirift for K.F.B., 

I published / b/»-&■*+***** SZZ'TjZ . ' 

a birthday bodk/for /T ne- loan/Kat arine I. Bennett f 


/-'X 



rer .76 on t^ 212 of Festschrift for K.F.3 



She tide rises, the tide falls. 

The sea bubbles/ the wind cal’s, 

She waves burst with laughter the ®P ra y flies. 


She tide rises, the tide fa!3.s, 

Xho oea bubbles the wind calls. 

She waves burst with laugh¬ 
ter the s ray flies, 

She wind singe the chores and every 
gull cries, 

She sea m*mA &o 'actor drowns and calls 
She tide rises the tide falls. 


x ?rhK:dcsjltax3dt»as3d5h«r • kkx*y£sxksxx 

Kfcfctte Thomas (not Ton or Sonny) a.a he is called at hone has made it 
clear his is a ponter-poem, a poem meant for exhibition on a wall 
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koto-mounts 

or is a ortfolio or album* Ha has drawn the/; 4 kj^-$$u»fcd swuttx 

most realistically in hie picture* 

Betty had bo a barred fr n G? abridge by the University's 
authorities. n© night I ieked her u Jbsfc in the Fitsroy Tavern* 
the heart of Fitzrevla b t re Xtks the start of the war (when the 
first air-raid sirens nest, it was from this Tavern that we all 
fled to the shelter of a wine cellar at the corner of fcintsill and 
hitfiold Streets* a erformanca we never repeated ag&in) after 
ah© had nulled u her sk rts in ublic to show her thighs - tex "LookJ 
I’ve still got beautiful legs*” Kuthvon Todd has a sillier 

story to tell in his ber.u tifully saciteafixate produoed ana printed 
(on Baeingvrerk parchment)FITJ5I?0VIA and the Hoad to the fork 

Minster (Michael iarkin Fine Art ltd) . As he relates via one of 
n?y fare rits Monotype faces. Bell, on sensuous Basingwerk *arohaent 

on which Anthony Bicfcina and I printed the numbs-' of 

poet ry London * and I can hoar Hiwy's siac|atp|/high|^stnmf voice 

in th smttvsirawitMa on© line of oonvereation/teoca/eonec j&azgfex 
through erfectly in his little aaoedote bout te?mat««j^Esfea.vjsnl 
Sickert patespytte ta sat pausing in front of a shop window creamed 
>’ith riavbarsx plumber’s sui lies to exclaim quite seriously to 
th© young Augustus John/'iuruetua, uy boy, I wish I had a brass cock.” 
lien Augustus was i rltiag/autobicgra h:cal pieces f .* Horizon •.jLta srig.tapm 
scsi tad by Li lion Browse, ivvy asked him if he wouldn't this in* 
"ion't fit," w s Augustus' re ly)*"I remember,** s ys Hiwvy, " passing 
once, after closing time, on my way from the George in Mortimer Street 
to one of the countless "social*’ ©lube of which I was a member* Half 
-embedded in a alrnge fashion in a lar ; pe gnlv nized garbage can 

was a female figure, her sex reclaimed by the fact that her skirt was 
hoisted above the waist, disclosing th 5 lack of any underwear* She was 

singing, loudly and with emphasis, a song which in those days counted 
as jbscene* I realised that it was Be ty May* Her eyes were decisively 
closed against the harsh light of sbgtitx day 

"Two of the regulars chanced by* ‘They p 
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hoto-mounts 

or in a ortfolio ; or album* He has drawn the/ va ty 

most realistically in his picture. 

Betty/hnd been barred xx 0 a by th- University *c 

authorities. Cne night I Joked he.’ u ini in the t'itzroy Severn, 
tiie hectrt of p itcrc via b fore itki the start of the ' ar - (when the 
first air-raid sirens went, it was from this Tavern that we all 
fled tc the shelter of a wine collar at -he corner of Wiij^nill and 
bhitfiold Streets, a performance we never re eaten again) after 
•she had pulled u her skirts in ublic tjj^jshpw |j|jj thighs - fee* "Look! 
I've still got beautiful kkigtac lo gs • "^Euthvln* Todd has a ei JLlar 

story to tell in his beautifully yxixtBtxais vroduced ana printed 

) FI3Z3Cm and the Hoad fesrx to the York 

Minster (Michael P arfeP F&na. relate? via*. one of , 

i 7 -* . . _ kjJ u-$0 > ^— 7C 1 y j-' AA-<-/W ■ 

iy ..av: rxte w-ii.ty laces, Jell., on sensuousoaeingwerk . archmen t <t*» 

on which Anthony Diciins and I xia tod the nuchar of « 

Poetry London/ ^ and I can hoar Rivvy’s sta egatp,/ ii .^y ^otr ua : voice 

in th mmvKEKa&ftcaBc o*»e• I ^^-^^■■axxxxxt^-.Xi^ : v±ryrT/^^^^^rr^ .-y: yjy-y 

fectly in his little anecdote . bou!m jfcu-'asfoss iEsfca-- m* 

M r-‘ rzyf i/t. c\ > JJ A-~v y , 

Sickert pMd fc ayxlw i c ft eM K t pausing in front o a sho..» window^/cramaed 

v.’ith ;iir Jasrsx plumber’s sup-lies,to exclaim quite seriously to 

the y imp Augustus John,"Augustus, my boy, I wish had a brass cock." 

hxs *~ - -» 

‘hen Au-ustus was ritrin. /aui r •>: c 1 piece-- i* Ho. __ -.r., iAsxtfited 
asaxsted b, y Mi -'-fllirHi im**, -ivvy asked hi. if he wooldn • TJ^ais’ in. 
"Won’t fit," was Augustus’ re- ly)."I feme ber," soys Bivvy, " massing 
once, after cloning came, on ay wry from the George in Mrtimer Street 
to one of the countless "social" clubs of rhich X vis a member. Half 
-embed ed an a strange fashion in a large galvanized garbage cm 

was a female figure, her sex xoclaimed by the fact ;hat her skirt was 
hoisted above the waist, diacloein the lack of any tn erwear. She was 

singing ,.loudly and with emphasis, a song which .in those days counted 
as bscene* i realised that it was Betty May* Her eyes were decisively 
closed against the harsh light of rk yV y day* 



A’JW-^-^Jic^prirgul ax^s^han ced-byr^Th.c y 
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"Two of the regulars chanced by. They paused and examined the 
eculiaj^ sight. “Silly cow,” one of them remarked) “Wonder what she 
thinks ohe^c up to?“ Then they strolled on an’ it was obvious that, 
with this comiobsit, sill rocol ectxons of Bel-fcj; and her verbal and 


physical display 


hadv-boon erased from their memories as matters of 


/ 


too el'-nder ins/rtance toNbe 




Kfcoorxi^gx2i^e*iu«^. 


wcrth t '-A 

fibbaEaccxssgdiutkySx 1 x 



"As I too went n rjy way, not wishing to become entangled 
with grunven Tlger^foman, I thought that Bfct^y, accustomed to 
being a frequent centre of ttention ir. the Fi^aroy md the clubs, 
wou 1 d not have been gratified to have learned hoi; ligBtiy she had 
been dismissed. “ 


■*-t was Betty's revelations .-bout Alois ter in Ti.cr bona r 

(ghosted for her by Gilbert Armitage) '-hat brought this interesting poet 
ir.t «• is grace. »«xh© Beast 666 ” , Laird of Boleskine and Abertarf f, 

’i'lx riest of t e Abbey of Thelema in Oefalu, 1 y - { . 

3^ a^ ft x l »> ilb t £jd > T i» - txfeftx 

±x:c kK%±3n &f :stsdex; zkzmxtatmxxswx Cefalu was the title of Lawrence 

Burrell's first novel&x to appear in^5ft <i-land under his cwn nar.e 

with the Poetry London .imprint for which 7ivian""^i43,er, the present 

Printer to the University rose, Oxford, designed the covert/.,„<» L«, 2><%^vwu 

. together .xHianjpc / ' / 

Xiaay Frieaa Harris ( we became very goo 1 friends/ along with Robert * 7 i- • 

f ^ —‘l —V ^ 1 — 1 1 T". • j( J. . • V • - - . - 


Cecil 0 f the Foreign Office) were both wi<^:p 

u* ranged to have fcin/f 

05*feS#%yTacho] 




e; were^oth 

to bo, I arranged to have hijt/ ’ h a Vi* 


and, beeuwae they de^srved to 

reviewed in k§^r i\ intone by Nicholas Moore. * ~ tv " ' f 


£££**. '-^Ir 

Tony^ who was studyin conducting under fir henry hood at the 
Royal College of KuniCpi: • tir roughly im reseed ;;lth r.y early oeas 
(dedicated to hoemi) and, strangely en ugh, ay my songs which I had 
ccr.po ed from the age of 1o, fox a sou 1c of years, ithin the 
next fer days we called on the music xuMrisipgrsvx 
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Way t#*l (the addreee for the first two is ues of Poetry London) supplied 

us with lunch and dinner for 30® • ft week or rooms tax only for 12o* 6d* 

Breakfast was served in bed by Charles Haddon Gdevore Gray from op»s Cafe 

next door for ft soowlsslos of 6d* a week* It was one of ©any Hddveraian 

jam to ret rich serving os any Fitsorttane as possible in this manner* 

Conveniently, there was an in tore mestmieating door between the two h unei 

end one only hod to knock for Pop* a diminutive nan of about 5 ft* to 

fill our orders for Bg,-s and Toast and Ifojrmalade and Baecn and Egg and 

Shi s for about 9P* I remenber the salmon naiad cost 6d* f?o*114 was bombed 

during the war end a opulous one-storey sfcef self-service Indian 

restaurant ooou les the s ot whieh I patronise n.mdays* t#henever I am 

around those parts since it has a homely bazaar at nos here find I eon 

see and iofc up for myself certain hoae-mde relishes like ess fresh 

coconut s iked with thin si ve s of reen chilly or those dhal riroles 

we call ssirsala-vadai in Ceylon rhioh used to hot up our schooldays in 

the noonday sun along with, olonr with devilled wo d-a;>pi# or preen 

■angoes ouch to the annoyance of our sronta* The beot Under gr nd Stations 

Streets 

for RLtsrovi® of my tine nr© nrren, Ooodpe/and Tott-nh a Cou t >d. 

The old fish and chip® ohp right o posit# Ko.llh with ©in© and notices 
still on display, and still bri ht with the red mint of a erloJ I don’t 
roacobor, SMBjx-eni art —tv |<St oeetas ns if it suet have ceased Its brightly 
lit busy traffic nearly two dec den ago* A ermy’r worth cf chips was 
a welcome snack fthooe day® rnd one bought a b&. or 6d* worth of fish 
and ships wraprcd in sheets of newspaper or cod’s roe of which X was very 
fond, bom as I was by the seaside of fttehuvely in the Northern dafftoa 
yen nsula where the *fis erwonan’ brought the fruits of the sea straight 
from the ©etch for our delisted inspection and the healing over prices 
with Klissem our cook in the courtyard of my Grandfather—with—the—Seard 
(the other being {grandfather of atone House) proud but pious deeendsnt 
of iniirnJinnOtierwn Fill, the last Kin of Jaffna, from whom Grandfather 



fro® who® araadfather of Stone Houne,****** ©et* editor end hilaathrepist, 
g. IMteHi Filial i# alao deecoaded..... The ;«rtagu«ae invaded a* in 
1505*.*a»d thee MS the Dutch* »• and then the Brits eh* ♦•.The Old Soahay 
Hr oris© (today the eanaer# of the popular tarry a«d other aploe#} etill 
«tand# in its original noieut state ia Craft os w«y ead Indian restaurant# 
CUaatissly die .-lay tueir etteti# in hitfiled street and Trafte* 

hay ukX **;s in ay tises ** the neat f#r»eo« Teadeori (tnndoor ia the tlay 
taking oven a# iiorth India} Seataurant la J^ndan* which ,1® very tir/y, ia 
in tdkltfltld & treat end froafctifgi are often aeeaaaary a day ahead ».*the 

i / 4 

eternal si^mtioa and interning in* of ealteraa^utd I feel I **« the first 
planear of ail thin hue tie «*<S Ittllltt this little Colony perhap# an 
xh when Cecil Mlode# reined Sfeedeei* for the British Ore*** • ♦#« «5f friend 
leal ret to aiyhh hare #*id» 

And Chrle fc hua® tip on iCalVary 

I •:; '.. :. - - ** ■■ 1 - ' ; « ^ ‘ r •■'. 


itate a ri would arrive each a.;rain® m hie ruety tlepele and play hi# flute 
ia the # treat (it m» hi# nabitlaft to mm a iso tor-hike* which he did one 
day through fortuitous eireu«#t*B*e#>. Be *o«ld «*«&% in the ^j»ag#BE 
or lotus osition on the floor aad with dine outstretched m either 
side* eyes pointing to the tall toy end the tip #f hi# neatly irissaod 
heard cooked at my head, "Alne for the lore of Allah* llm for the lore 

of \.VUV ^ ] elRt .l*yin-r the -onto :# .yd M 

“And what ouid sy Lord and Hester bane for breakfast thle xoraiagt - 

41n©st overnight the house got filled with oar friend#, the /.series# 
dian Man Mavyentiea, friend of Philip 0 »0eaa # e and* darlny tin war roars, 
founder of the fsnoun hoes i* Boekohe in Cornelia Street* Greenwich Village 
(Fltereele had worked it# nagfta on hin)* now run fcy Boh WlliMX* wan ono of 
the®. Bs wo# nine founder of The Village Volet ale**' with ®y friend ffw*a* 
MaiJor and m ay e-rly year# ia flew fork it# eh' of fee tare writer* Chart## 
Blackburn, o designed the ^ogo and the me >ud -yrehird r>r the sorer of 







Poetry Lond on (the first was dee:Lr,ued by Lucian Freud)/?®working for 

the t'ietal Box Company at the tiiue whmOiii 1 and until a few months ago 

was wbss? nrodustian i&an.&> ®r fur icy current Fitsrovian effort The Lyrebird 

Press* was another* (I had fours f hla working ne s uneh tiae-teoe er mk for 

She Carlton &w Sotsl id Belgravia on ciy return froti Hew fork, or rather 

he found as, through the interview I tod with V lerie Jenkins of fhe 

Even-i-nti standard . He had left the Hotel Box Ceasrsay before he ualified for 

a **tirj'retirement ensicn to chase a girl across Sure e to (.recce -find today, 

M w old age pension^he/earns extra/fi^’iJlJfiyfe t*^hf°®SBfen or 

Hour© in p«rtt Lane. * ! ith hie danger end diminutive else, just like Pop 

of o«*.n Cafe (he is c greet skater) he looks his art and was overwhelmed 

recce Vy hen the actress Shirley Maclaine sent him out to buy som’lntliaates* 

from a chemist and handed over £1 for the service together with the bonus 

of ber celebrated rails). He was las always nattily turned out in /effect 

taste since ha is p. serious artist as well,/he always had the manners of a 

since he lived on the topmost floor, 
rerfeot gentleman ard at **k Bo.liyhe was our watthdog for the mo&a&t 

the girl In the building opposite his room took off all her clothes and 

with erfeor unconcern 

ar <l#d up and down ii^uludh B d flqp/slthough sho taw knew we were all watching* 

Hus:oil Croft and his girl friend iat,merit who seemed to be eternally 
in the shower were other unusual additions to our household* sur risingly, 
Purnell was recently nested as the Public Relatione officer tor General 
alkcr*e rivet f© Horn© /ray for the take over of or ential services in 
Brltian should there be a collars# in the Her* Front, wh ch sounds like 
a very Stssrs^las statement* 1 used to lay cricket for his teas* the 
Gentleman cf Blooesbury, and sinco sen were scarce during the war years 
ue once played a tesn of girls* I remer-ber being boiled to by J.B* . X&ldane's 
rteice^^ssk I c n*t remember who get cy wicket* It irked n Croft, r cable 
heir b yn« ty—»■ up a long ladder to a baronetcy, that ksmkHdxksas* a 
domed Arab sni er had taken a pot shot at hi® during the Palestinian 
war injuring a ftesufctegx tendon in one leg* At first we had thought 
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that hi© tansy Mard md breosy «*mer together with hie Jodh ura, b*** 4 ®* 
©tick end tMhloaable llap whieh went wail with hie tria and 

deo-sunken Mete eye® MM a carefully rehearsed affectation* He loved 
•aoning «s ‘laying Hhe old on handled leg®, with hi.e ^ e ****** 
behind Hi® bank toward* the goe fire and lecturing to us in hie old dMrt-da* 
voice. 1# f revested fusty olubs t> Whitehall and eise^ere mA 
playia* tM onrieoturo of the art he had chosen for ****** ** t0 th * 
hi It while wo hooted with laughter. I mm invited to hie adding to ttsmmx 
,Sf -cod friend Honor **©•* who wna in chrxpo of trbi «** •*" th ® 7at ® 

Gallery (ah# did none lovely etch »** of ae and *y friend*,* rrcu ©.and 
I should love to o* one of then today) an* was later osteal*** to hear 
that the Karri go had not lasted v*rn hi< 

Itery »— aunt^ehe 1 lator intredtoed to Keen,** Berried hor f 

lived ** thin house Men she wao 16. I had rescued her fron hmtnn Freud 
at Bari© bat***®* Coffee ** « one sfr*t. Bunny Seen ran the dooumantary 
#ee^«rfe# crown Fiia Unit with Donald Saylor end a** 11 rirht * m ' ce * of 
the olftsaic decameatury fila, She c*nii*fjaflBb '*5eh I wae leased 
•Muda* ioaed nsri to fW^Toveriohed Dylan ftioaas. vhon I was iapovoriahed 
ayrolf, in Sew Togk, 1 sold a letter froa Dylan which rend* "Dear lanbi. 

Uu» let a® Have the guinea yon owe m for my last ton, fours. Dylan." 


Mary's beauty war stunning. "She is the mt toautifto Sn S lish &** 
I ever raw," fethven Todd, the -set told no when to © •• Her sitting 
on a deck chair, running herself, on the roof up to ny room, 

batiste Augustus John and l&tthew Smith both fell for her. A book of 
draningo by Augnotoo has her face on its cover and :tatthew left *er 


£2,000 a year leather with all hi© painting* uod ' ~ oh r ® 

of Her du lex in Corn w a ll Card*** 4v 
ctnvn BU ow tho 1 visit®./* s. rataen »■•*> *«“• 

Mstthwr dm toll me his «c»t i»™dj- far nU.jU«««. «. s r sklo. 
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ooI<; 'water over hl« naked body and lay on the floor* II® was so niscrable 
jstftor bask 

and ccldr Ibat soon he wea/ia bed' again*. and glad to b» asleec* © had 
a Xmf-fs® bnaom*»nt at 114 minted bleak with large gold ©is**® and a battered 
uj> r 'iano* ’ ord of our nr ties noon got around fitsrovia sine® they could 
•sell my artioa all the way down Grafton Hay and Whitfield ©treat 

because of the ineenea we used, Me had good exhibition daaoere,besides,in 

the ©hare of the Australian painter Donald friend and fdfcleu Australian 

Leila Ealce* file was indeed one of the «o«t beautiful womb in tbs world 
and settled down in i aria to a serried Xif® wad we last her* Herbert 


nsnt^Jbu aflfcd Send rent Donald on ion® wAhdxertiotie «ild-®»e«i share to 

Africa froa where he wet® to say that he had got-ea the os. Mo *»a» baek 

bat 

in Ibtglnttd and I saw bin In ondon on ay way to Met? 'ioxksaait /T wm no 

ehanro in hie wild dancing or Donald* Be is a celebrated artist back hone 

today and X keep thinking to eyetlf he aunt be dressing of fttWPCCia still* 

and full 

Another beaut .fui girl of our circle was the tall ,/bat mm t erfeetly 

OKf 

bux3b/nliiS 0 ^Tf*u©e froa South Africa who mm graced as/ sortie# with fellow 


South 


atMfep&er Hen® Greets* But we corns lost her to wUliat 


Wmpmm* 5h* incited a» do none grerdeaiag with h»r - nd I went down to 


Bill **» garden dutifully. when we were is the drawing roew haring boon 
very fond of Bette "Gobs and sit on t^y la;,Betts I e® d. ”7hat la not 
your style, taatoi dear,” she said* *X herx y a he.ee be^n gardenlag with 


Betta,” Bill telle m the next day* «wrt*a That*® how aloe® we were those 
daya in Fltarovia,** even befdre the an marine had appeanedjf sad everybody 
know everyb dy else. It was exactly the ear* in :-*ri* before tbs wan. 

In no tine X had run across Sadkiae, Sraseasi, Hritaa >.arn, Henry ruler , 


{te Braneoi, ClMoaatHi let re Jean Jouve,et*x •'•uvarvielle ote* 
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MysSttii* 

Wtia»/ on in IhynjhWfdC?) 

Bill **d H?tta*s eldest/ was b m d*/th' d*y M pador ftll/to advancing 
British tranpa* Bill «m nenitoring the saws at the 9*D«C* oh he wa# 
naiatd. Megedor Fs'c-a# Mil o-aea from feed old '•took and 

1 wouldn’t %«• mirprised if that Bnpson fsaoue in En lieh history 
was mmmwma^mgxmtxkkm hie ancestor* 

By the oad of February 1959 when the first nuaber of lot try lo.ndon 
ea E xnauca t had bees .in the b <dbttall# for a month with the jde "special 

souvenir cover" tS&Xan Thomm mntlowt, in. hi# letter to Vsyuha ’rikinr 
(p«51 of ...fetter.- to vcrv . tl-.lm; ) njoaoor drawn by Hester biotlet, 
nephew of James JSecKsil Vhiotler who same to oar nut «h iefly Sibelius 
auoieals at 3 or 4 a*ss* in the no rain with a stew -lag -pet of hot coffee 
in his hand - bis out?win ex -.Metier had a statin : n $!*ar?otto street 
*h* • See tor lived In Bloonabary - oar humble dwelling in .bitfield 
treet ha* be«r. visit*. by nay ta4 ^ 

Ta«rr*nee Darrell and hie brother -Jerald who at that ti m was only tourfceea. 

inenelil/ i^ve^fc ty x« a iiy/?.H^ykiu; r s,>. orcolonred atdeeent of bis first 
'fisit (i or net at nil m -jesting that what he said was untrue)to David 
Jenkins vho w.w - re erter for the --yen ’or standard in V,nr oh 11$9.Gerald 
crew up to mm a aoo in Jersey and write entertaining boohs like My 
and thor n ‘ l8h ia a 

few door*, •-w.-y is hitfibld -treat stood >r Krrle a to- ee »*aaoc«t/SSnie. 

She 9 too, wrote eeeertt.ri letter# to *se with enclosures of her >oeos* She 
and our gg$g(|| v dny Sir John Waller* e ee i wte rt^f-j ^i^l* ailer the 
*8V9T'«fi^{oet Who wrote «Qg lovely rose* f¥?*5^ber tie* west**? her tine 
and •#" ua tope cher * nan-.led s eon-any wMeh published a mgsslae called 
Stetfffl.iiSSS- ** eh 1 fcod unkindly a^efcnnaed Cond g. Kin although they had very 
kindly ubliehed ®o m of ngr poena. Ac everybody kn •••-;# Sir John needs no 
advise ©& birth control end X*ve asked hi* constantly* "IJhy this lijf#n 
Jsbnny ? ^sagflarrY^iig a icrxaaskB± famovelt 3-ldsKann«^enir«s*stjbaocskan/of ^° th 
Sibelius and hie conductor larnavelt also visifced/lStl^ib^i^ixfeM^ie 

Kin and bar husband Ian Stage also sur>rised me a tall suite early one 
raomiiif. after we had bad a aa^aifieeat eveaiug together in l.%rry v s Cawpden 
Hill wt,-leh Annie had lest to hill and first wife % tmgx 

Knnoy who woo a t 11, b and snd beau iful girl* a painter. { I vender 
wliy Larry has never re ubl shed hi# peee for hsr which a eared in PL 120*4, 
which is a® of the best poems he has written.«») 
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Jto-"-ag thee# present the -see visas «vea ng were George Barker 
and Dattfilee srtk* eefiMliAial re-orfcer for tbo Sunday , icc ■ -„,l 
e»d Pa'-iT - :trreg/ who wa® asde a 0 ecial » 4 i 3 ecsn In the wart loo 
blackouts and was ©rail led >&th utfcia.g the He-oi*»a brothers t imfc&atK 
kmtesBm ■ '.a rai ike red light distriet of London out of liMiMW 
- once at Fh e th>r, in. tne ...cad near sjgr office in f'-e chest or 89Bert 
shiefc I c neldered to bo ay own new * tarsia® greuad, e wreath addressed 
to h a w«e delivered by ’he Thesis* brother.?. At that tine he had a play 
on the b ards Cor was it at Oxford?)* He wae swathed in bsadagec tad it 
vaa an extraodlaary story he told ua that evening* He had Vtend to get 
hie girl friend back or drive a knife thro gh tits nehing heart and 
had notified She Sally felegra h to this offset while promising thes 
dee -ahehas on the -Tuercne rooeodin e» Lie qXx friend would n^t hnve 
hi® bnek, eo he had reseeded with his pOUtt* re-nt hie lea’-* tehee to 
.She I I errs h nnd there he mm before sag our e«ee otrelght out of 
hos ifcal* Ike affair 1s t Bis* an we aff otinrmteiy called hi®, hia 
frie'idshin ith inais and Hugo bet he continued to t>« a very ;.:*•.*• *d friend 
of aiJie until he died a fee years age* 

tarry wuxtg a lovely *se&s; fr • the old Jtegliah etru slag hie guitar* 

/-ad there in that orchard iteth a knight 
Hia. wound* are breeding dry and night 
tally* 1*'» lully aallaby sOey 

An# there by that knight there kneel4th a said etc 

3 t had written to Annie .in i-aris eneXoeltt& the first co y of }% and 
aefeins her to eowe straightaway to Leaden to nc*et tae **011100 you both 
have .«tall nr Vndwrltlar,” 311st as he had written that e*«e very ssonth, 

*••* he fer» written, 4 Eylen 7hemsm to %■■■>*' hia that b : « asruhfeMt* "orabbed, 
botohy aorrat^reoenble Onily Bronte’s, nailing hia a facricdLle pheteard 
fred/Mfogra h Collnation ‘.n the British Manaus* 

Annie h d cm ht tie * -ht trail that very day, she told no in Bow York, 
end as 1 left that arty Hugo stood by the bedroom door by the at 1 ire holding 
the coffer table edition of the lion no af Incest in both hands like sac 
a white cello h on e - w r e ped tea*tray or an oriental sift# ’-■m 1 got back 
to 'bitfield street* I read through the be ok in half aa hour and got so 
arsKtaassr ©retted and curious over the Identity of the author that X rang 
up tarry at once, late as it was* rt Ie Annin Ilin a aan or a worsen?” 
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»Ky dwp c&ap» yoa*v« been t alfclsg to her all ©’ran Ins**’ van '*i» 
surprised reoly* 

l.hecee* x supposedl, Anada sarly visit.*! >n*» i« »« 

place for you* Corse with us to I aria this nowiinj-* 1 '*•*' busy 

the ««a*bsr af PX»» I ««i4» t^su* f^u ean h ' vs 

j»y apart -ant 1 b the rue Ceeaini when you costs up to ari©*' J 'fhat 
w ; ,a iho ■s ol e eoavt r nation w# had* an-.* ©He left at abruptly as 

abru; Sly ae eho tisd arrived* 

the neat str-*soe,®ure eaaugh* she seat sse the ;-»ys» fur her 
apartraent frost A&tibss at ’ioay’fi prodding *ho hud found o* eneco&ssd 
in Mctnt'tarnnm in ^- xitoslxma^ rhxi.^> v'wwiwf 1 * favorite 

hotel* the Hotel. UrI vor soils off the aoslevard -.uiaet# the 

room coat about 7 shilling* • «oek« Tie net result of all this ah anel 
traffic and Larry*e genius for v ;uttLag ; so pis in -ouco uxth each 
other was that, -la the Portias, FL *&« her first abUrfeer on either 
side of the Atlantic* : er throe • revi.ua velustes hai beta privately 
liewi by kttxxsd iiernhhf and end augo, two of ihe« rin tod by 
herself on a hand resr# Her three volumes of writing wre iaoluded 
ia ay ub ieatioa tfader a CEUaa Bt-U -which had ;-oor re **<? j« lions of 
Ettt' 0 *s en-ravings# itofcrtonatoly t*e had to u:;« vrartlse <*!** 

eas to By utter horror when the espies arrived w. “h ASA IS &HI shrtat 

ia isrgs teanilsfcwsa* hmd-drawfe fsd lettering on the nice Jaehnt* 

X dificoversd on the title age itself the dlnsrltied IWWk on the i 
of Aaaie boss had shifted over to the left on to of the a* 


'ttK'Our# inroad ru icily in Pi. taro via st'd wo dida*t oven have to 
h other hunting for a S-inUr. Oao day a gentles *» i*Uh a bowler hat 
ana rolled «: usbrelln ,*:rdtt turned no at 11% on hohatf o^ t.’» Weasi’s 
Printing oeiety of Brieh. street* I icedilly« with ar. offer to ;ri»t the 

first tmnber of PL# lie had heard of the reject from the oet and 

, , . . . end Hector whialer 

novelist Hayner H* pens tall# The aiee lady printers 
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used up In Wo*1* 

The naoe of Hiawatha’s daughter 

TV 

wacgf MiJfcfc&aha, Sunning Water. 

But let me think, when fancy quickens. 
Of Toninuttu taabidiokino; 

And navez* atm ' a verue that *o phoney 
So Bickins ton'oinut tutoay, 

Kor root n work fch&t *n naaby $U^T 
To Ku ttutonydiekins tar>b5.« 

So praise, like widow fixed in suttee 
To Thab idlckinena t tu t oejr • 

So keo this rule until Last Day 

And God will K±s^K vdLpe your sine way# 


On rceei t of y f .efe letter to h n, together vrith cur circular, 
printed with the €5 birthday present to Tony from hie Stowe sehoolsate, 
ord eatbury* Dylan had Witten to his chum Vernen Watfcine, be? re 
its a earance: "There’s a new eriodicol, ootry (London) which 

■ ronui-iee to be, if nothing else, well reduced# Edited by a nan 

it 

ox worKsn called icnbimuttu# 'nd r te ito >nb : option, ry resent 


- of The Hogarth jPreee md we w .v rltinr told 

E-ytry' f ' 

he had thought ay name belongedTtb some ieeordtr society. Mar Anth 




heve^o^ed^tmv?^. 








/nO'C*^ 


TK-vf Vfu. 


n was not added on until the smantxnc c rd g undm o tta c or 


/ 


<* 


■ Tor could^acr iotas 


•/ 


oritie# follow the 


'iJteM bit b 1w» PL 10 

t\. -k- 6 yL~ 1 , 

w . jch ho rod toj ehmaw Annual ♦ it wee 


1 hod not ^eid^or. sooethinr silly like that .Jpyone who icka nr, 
thrty(^tt -''TwTOc c . : ^ y ■*».-. • ^ -r ^in ^vgry ’ hooey >ld ty e 


y - 

that I wiefedlABODT THIS J»?W»R»f thede], 

e- eared in print, or n .to try bo do , * /a ® ean A u? 

.. "* --miK. !l*,X-Lf JT^evt 

the Uetabllshsont and prove ay noint/liternry ootorieo had no meaning 


l* 


octn vhc have never before 



















fc&afcarf first book of -poems Confusions about X with that title 
fHrgtk«xt±i±spxTsrx££xx5Jt^EW^HX±HxidbcKH'x2x in my review Mr fix Symons in 
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(quote , 

) is playing ball xxtkxxyxnHHiKx 

when he wrote his article Tambimu11erings (see he/kssxxisyEkxxxHXXii 

k e e arcane Hiyk namein that journal 

with my EaaH/xflflHif^E and yet another xkxHK^xSEmhigHifcgofc issue of The 
xxxxxxxxxxxxjcxx J New Statetmrar 


m , . ..had sent T the precedncnt, in 4 939 betbcre.the war w k e tt h e 

- TambiguityIxxx : Julian 5y$onas/haa in agger written an article 

— Tuttifrux^^or the v/orsep/ for poetry (how did he know)with childish 


■nrarr 
a$out 


me 


In Memoriam black black borders round the page when I had reviewed his- 
(k^HEfkK Quote here from the Christmaaas number of last year's 


New Statesman!): 


Thaaty thwaithe probably deesn't 

Mr Thoatrytwhaithe (TkHHgki Thoat is the name ,J oi v ln m ?xci'?^en? e pop group-/ 

in the making of which we hall hear much in the HKWxXxr year i975; Irish 

for Thoat, the ex-manaer of Emerson, Lake and Palmer is Thoat's manager 

- agroup of three Irishmen and two Yugoslavs) couldn't possibly have read 
my Poetry London (indeed he hasn't 
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whdn he wrote his article Tambimuttueringa. on iO February 197'* (see he 

is playing playing ball with my arcane name in the Christmas issue of 

ths same journal in A Christmas Garland with poems on Robert Lowell, 

Richard Wilbur, Sylvia Plath and myself -Tambiguity Julian Symons- 

had set the Precedent kKf«r*x±k*xinac in (939 before the war in an article 
called Tuttifrutti or the wors for poetr ywith childish In Memorian black 

borders round the page when I had reviewed his firwt book of poems 

Confusions about X in my review Mr Symons in his Nursery ±n pl No ^ 2 

published in April '1939s 


"It is lovely to say in grandiose terms tha| poetry should have s 
sociolo ical significance; for that matter all poetrj ft as S ome 


sort of soiiologicil significance. But, how much of midern poetry 

Are Gascoyne's, Thomas*, St. John Oi the Cross' or the Sufi mysticsr, 
really does have a genuine sociological significane? (Forinstance/- ^ 

interpolation of gsy 197^** copying what I wrote in 197^/ what'^ sociological 

nignificane 1 - I think Randall ^wingler of the Left Review and the early 

MastKakii Macspaunday ,^&acnesce, joen§er, AuJten of Roy fiSxxxkiHE Cambe l's 

satiric Flowering Rifle —Macspaunday and and Roy,kax who was a Catholic 


belonged to opposite cam s in the S ansih Civil iar,_along with Geoffrey 


Grigson wh& owed his success to the publicatio n ox Auden’s early 


poems, and hissupport of them, which we liked best, and Wystan quickly 
scrapped them - coined ’’social significane“aisng along with Obective 

Reporting inxxBKiry (•) in poetry -Grigson^s phrase.He may have trying 


to emulate Charles Madge’s anu Tom Harrison f s Mass Observation).If Louis 
MacNeice writes a sociological poems such as Autumn J-urnal , so much bhe 
better, for MacNiece MacNeice caj. well, and it will educate educate 


people jtSSxik Jo the social struggle that is bahfaenpng today. (On the 


other han ^|g^l!? 5 iSlfpoflliln 5teS er< JJ?. \ published 


l KjJ , 

and he does 


or recorded for the music is a part of his^ 

not wan#/admixed up with EBKXErExalimx commercialism - he is xxXKXSssHXHix 
kaxry studying dairy farming to make money back home). Poems by Spain , 
published by JohLehmann of The Hogarth ress is a gooa thing and the 

more oeo le realize its meaning, the better. But does the work of 
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K U t, iaisx the work oi Auden catechumens have anh socxal meaning. I wou_d i. 
like Mr. Julian Symons to answer. How many eople enjoy reading reading thi 
or feel that they gave been touched or educated sociologically. “° st 
of the juveline pen- ushers write poems that ar merely the result of 
their self-ordained and obstinate seifx inner disintegration, ihe rest 
have merely su lied texts for the psychologists. Some have bitten off more 
of Eliot-Auden han the can hold witought changing colour, and the otners 
mo. n over iig-saw muzzles with Dylan Thomas and Gerard rianley . ns 
as reices. And all the while they shout thqt they want social objectivity 
etc. etc. Invention is a good thing, but while searcning f or new os x ± x 
in language we must have our feet firmly planted on earthc 

That is why one must rea £ r £ K1 b gg£t :i 4 ke —- VJhite / S^ ^ int §S£g^ls 1 §? 
another book I reviewed# Ey‘a young MswxXKxlaHi/Iivmg a Nfew seaJ 
ana l8ve never heard of him since). Although all its evocations are 
of a minor nature, it is full of the antipodean joy of life, and, what 
is more, it is exciting poetry. New images come to him sax easijy 
without painful striving - a lesson for a great many youn poets. 


flit?*’ 


Julian Symons poetry is (on the other hand) 'competent, flat, dull. 

The book is a confusion bout confusions, about X's, turnips, gewgaws, 
cabbage leaves. It is neurosis striving for an confusion. Sjmons himseli 
is doubtful his big Nob X because in the original version of/dedication. 

ublished in his parer he had the line "Your X moving -ike a urain(.), 
which he has changed isx±xx to''X moving like a train in his book. No one 
knows a face/ or knows a face's x". "To X for help. ’He i* the X 
to whom I play the drums" (?) "I should like to taiow more about X. 

"X it is true is about now," He reels and ta:es it out. ^ymons po e ry 
is perfect booksy-booksy poetry; part Gavin Ewart, Mallaliieu, ttkxrax 
Huthven Todd, to whom he owes his tecqnique, and part philip 0 Connor 
from whom he has cribbed the rest. I am only s eaking if the direct 
souces of his inspiration: 


Night is as fatal as home. There are 
In night's retractive fingers or 
Water sla -ping the sky signs enough 
To make one push a hand through roof 
Feeling life outsiae as real as hair. 
From touch of of fingers of or hair.. 


A downright crib from; one of xki Philip O'Connors poems. It is sad 
to see an editor cribbing from nearly every one of his contributors, 
besides Eliot and Auden. Let me open the book at random. Three 
consecutive poems begin like this: Night is as fatal as home. This 

summer nn±xg*x tafcprtinio evening and particular death/ Let us 
consider.'"'let us applaud this and the other evenfimngs/When darkness 
comes comes at half past seven." Ding-Dong. It is evident that i.r bymons 
is scueezing himself to du licate iiuden's tone and attitude of _ 
xiHxi mind (that is why I damned the Descartian attitude, raiao^,xn 
£he second as well as subsequent Lette rs iaxraxaxxx - a more informal 
term than Editorial)xxxx for lines from Auden immediately sigh protest. 

We have heard this before "Taller today,we we remember similar 
ovenSgs/ Walking together in the/Windless orchard." fee "Doom is dark and 
deeper than any ssax^xiix sea-dingle." (Why the egg m the^raouth, why 
the lordly survey and consideration oi an ordinary summer s tay, nils 
stilted survey, with prince Nez?) As for sore obvious cribs from all 
sources, I leave to people who are sufficiently interests* to + ^ 
Perhras no one knows better than Mr Booksy Symons himslfi what xxxax 
a pernicious type of composite he is. Musical Box Poem is °J® . 

Mr'Symons' technical excercises in the Dylan Thomas style^This rev..e 

is, however, meant for those who frequent ’oarti eS 









ine New Verse 


’2'iC 


Ji ariw 


Hill (which is the art of London where Lhhee Julian lived). 


style or 

Which is neither myBHii/of writing, ErxEyxxxHrxmyxiyxEXHff/criticism 


since I have always believed that appreciation , especially by writing 
a poem to the poet, in ikE Indian fashion, is the best form of 
Clriticism; the way the French-speaking poet laureate oi Pondicherry 
in french inida India showed his appreciation of my grandfather's poetry 
through the medium of their common tsHgHE mother tongue, Tamil. The bad 
bad (and what io bad about a lifaeric, a cl©rxlrew,a ballad, xkxKkxxsxxxEX 

alaaxxHE±ry^xMkx±xisxMrokg5ik«.±wpBHkE!HExEBbxiiyiEHxSHxx2EHxxxiidx2iiH±kExx 

xxKiry^pciHEixEHHidxExixdfx and a Bob iJ-illon song, except one is different 
from the otkef - they are/a form of expressio'&i^pthe Bob Dillons too) 
could exist by itslef giving pleasure to some people but the best will 
become famous ±krHgkxi?HE±a±iHE through quotation by people who have 


tasted its rasa , or taste in the mouth. There's only one other time 

magazine 

^ have written in thisdtyj:e in my aagainzs/and that was when Geoffrey 
{#** i\T.S.EMot ~afrd^V^~ lTlg uW ' n in Polemic and I had to answer him in PL 

Grigson denigrated Dylan Thomas/and there is a special reason for 

is- jgt • s only tkEXKESi±HHK±iXEXB±X 

quoting so extensively from this ascerbic piece/.i±±sxEXXy the continuatio] 

with Julian ±h 

sxex of an argument I had/in Madame Buhler's cafe one evenijngxsksmi 
which turned out to be the EEEkedc fuel 
around November l938,xk±EkxKSE/±kEx±HEl for the launching for Poetry 


London. ixkESbd«EHX 


It was one 

/ xax at Madame Buhler's ±ka±/evening in the com any of Anthony 

XXKXXX 

Dickins and Keidrych Rhys , editor of Wales , Kkixk/ixf bhxexhxexhe 
StJtxxnfErma-txEH that I KtekxJHlxxJC met Julian, Editor off Twentieth Century 


’Verse which was one of ±hex±krEKx±mxEr±an± 












common mother tongue, Tamil. 



21C 


^Hiii Hill(Which is.the part of London where Julian lived). 

Which is neither my type of writing nor my tyre of criticimm since I 

^e C way'Igf ^ef?I?sriaii2| d 4e! t aftireI?| a ^ ori onXicEeri=y S it n ?^!S 

9 e§m e $o h jHe a poe!° 1 £5 :L ?gdiIn m ?aISion^l h ?Se s b§i? t ¥?rS h &¥^ r i^ c f|^|^f tl 

pleasure 

j>ad EEHK±Bt could exist By itself giviBg/pl&ass to some people but the 
^ -c.irough quotation by people who have tasted its rasa, or taste, 
best will become maria famous/ abtxttaqc There 's only one a in)i»r time 

I have wrx±±HH written inr in my magazine and that/when 

. re ason £<Br quoting so extensively fpmn this 
eo rey ungson denigrated Dylan Xtoaxaax Thomas and there is a special/ 

ascerbic 

?H0±±agxsaxmuEh-:fEHmxlkexxitaxaxaaa/piece of writing, rather K&R&stKXXxxxkx 
more person than 1 ever HnlyxxExrExsHntsx It*s only 

XEEHSHX/personal. SS± it/x*xxasHH±a±±Hir the continuation of an argument 

I had with JulaxH Julian, a good friend friend of mine, with Keidrych 

who was 

Hhys-s support, Jgggjg/editor of Wal es which published Dylan Thomas, 


?x Glyn Jonesg^^^nd. R . Edwards ^ 


iill (wjiich is the art of London where Julian lives). 
WhihMkxKk is neither my type of criticims, nor y t 

v\ v\ ; wv% J t 








" 


W,4Sl 





. o SLfi -l 0 J: ^ J £( 3 




J; ir.x;.;c 


JrL A r^- 

DX1XB Bfilv ■ £ ( X® Z* 11 ^ — 

. 77^ /^^ »%lil ^7 ^^--4 

“ r ~ $^^ ? i f o sd a| ? c "' 



tx-cy 


9f 

era 


^ , &>_ iA 

y - ^ f , /g* 


■A 4t£ :,Ar *}-*> 


Bj: 

ns :w\3 
uifc/ izoi 




•>/^ •/- A/, £^ 

dn 1x131s ns 1 3 

riovib 9: 


9 

o arid n 


nx croup ics 

/■/ A* 5 ’ 4-loxj 

' > r-* 5 ^ ^ ^ 



-*-*vY i i^YY . 

AY a u , ^ ■- i 

^ a.. m ^ : 

A' /W ^ A : yC^C. _p <a V-v/ 

"“^xcti-' .., xcctc —-« -n -- 


.. -- • -. “ . ' '_ 

. :: - 

A. /p 


~ ::.- t: 


/A 


A *(*<, Y i> A Ya . ^ 

ft* 1 ) 'UwY h-A& 


iaxnxnsr 




Pu Ay -J*- 


^'C «A ^.xejj 


CX y^yi^ ^ 




7 A 


(/ 

^<*7 Z~£-c^c *rJ~-c* u 

'/£rvC / ’ 

c * 


>- 



CYV « ^ 


f 


i'tiy. a ^~ £^ 





22 


f 

no moaning for me. I have published ?oerae <x by children/4. So what's 

wrong with ray i >« that every man has the stuff of what we call poetry 

\ 

in him? 


,^ome of the na; os .1 h ve mentimed so far were true FitnrcvianG in the 
sense of Bohe ians, and of Byron's a roving at night, of which clksdarax 
Charles Haddon Redvers Gray was the paragon. But there is one chief 
person i would like to add with whoa X had any a aiduight chat in 
James McNeil Whistler's eld studio in Pitaroy Street, i'aul Potts, 

"the hick poet from the Canadian prarien<*s he culled himself would 
prox up his feet on a chair, and uf ing, away at hie corncob pipe 
rocite none of his roens (which he now cuite wrongly calls non-poems 
- he has been brainwashed by the critics during say absence in America). 
Even the sentences ho constructed in his sonorous C&uadian voice 

vy 

had the structure of music and poetry. He was a uxe oet, a oet of 
the future, with a Whitmaneaque sweep and ring who spoke of ordinary 
things in Simple and unaffected language* But listen people/ Anywhere 
punching time;/If you're walking to the moon/ I've got clean sox for 

you.” and "But I have ****** tried/To leave for ever in your ears/ 

«f ___ 

The noise that men make/ hen they break their chains t> he"T < or Xd 

is Black ool/ In August in the Afternoon!. And agedfn: 

No building, not the faipbfieon 
No poem, not the Iliad, 

No music, eyeifif it is by Bach, 

Is more^imporfiuit than a man, 

A^brakey on • railroad track. 

Jis Bin ’le words were well rounded and chosen and over the yeara he 

re nted the same thoughts and words until they had a lottsinn ring- 

!U sWk<. ^rru 

and were very soon his own. They sparkled anev; every time^as if he 
had boon constantly honing them with a wo,day Indian wisdom, hich 
actually he had. One felt at hone with Paul end his open, naked 
face with the long aquiline nose and domed forehead wreathed with 
corncob smoke; his hum urous and rstless eyes, disillusioned eyes 
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which stubbornly clung to his dream and the few eople he loved. 


I felt impelled to ublisli sovae of has poetry in PL No.2 and 
it was for the publ cation of Paul in the PL series of bocks that I 

created the Ballad Books for the ubl'cation of a sore popular sort 
of poetry meant for recitation which fitted in wei^y^Lph- the i oetjpy ^ ^ 



London 

Nic 


Ballads edited by Maurice Car enter which included 'ork by Randall 

—- 4 uftfWiS 

%x±K?aax Swingler and Herbert Corby and the second lnasead a>f a Sonnet m 

4*4r?t 

by Paul for which I had to coin a new label • os ter octry* when 


writing the blurb. Paul had been publish inf: broadsides called 
A oet to his eo le for sale in the streets for Ip. In my time 

had not yet ubiisked a book of rose, hut on my 


in England Paul 

return from New York, nearly two decades later, I jokigly as ed him 
whether he had a book for sale. He offered me the re rint rights 
to hie book Panto id ea you Beatrice t,na we signed a contract for a token 
advance of £1 although I t/ae not yet a ublieher. .hen he delivered^ boeh 
I found that his/sankiy is just the came as his poetry^ what’s -he 
difference between oetic rose and poetry anyway? And I do think it’s 

silly of him to write in his latest book Invitation to a Sacrament 

\ - -—--- " ' 

that there is so much real :oetry in his upose that it docs not need 


the verse_wii.ich he thinks xzKx£&s2:±h±K is terrible - in the words of 
the blurb/.in uh ch I detect the authentic ottsian ringl Ha. Ha. 


Anyway Paul was an important element of the Fitsrcvi&n scene as he is v 
I believe, even today since I often run into him^the french Pub 
( '.L‘he York in«tor )and Muriel’s Ccloay Club still used by Lucian Freud, 
Francis Bacon, Johnny Craxton and Christo er Morsost who belongs to the 
true Pituravion tradition although I first met his in New York where 
for a little while ha worked as P.R. for Poetry London-New York. 

It was from the nests of Whitfield Street, Howland Streep abrV Fitaroy 
Tavern for cur home mm that the idea of Fitsrovianism in the verbal 
sense v s float born. I am afraid it .as Charles Hadden Gray’s 
influence and his love of William J Locke’s The Beloved Vagabond whibh ^ 


gave me to read (Sedvers is the jolly Old Man who was the vagabond, 


like himself, and I was tie small boy, his companion, Asticot, or 
, ,, , „ that gave me the 

litfcxe Scaq^oafc maggot - C*est un dr ole d’asticoti) 

idea of cur group as vr xadBc sadhakae or Seekera, as the 


Buddha 


was at the start. V/hen he read of my arrival in England in 
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in August 1968 in an interview I had with v±ly Polly Toynbee - I had 

only called on my ublishers to collect some royalties and she was 

there - daughter of an old fr end - and he left a message for ne 

vdth Parle. Shaw-Lawrencen x±kmxy2X±kBa3&&&m£& one of the greatest 

F'tzrovians ever (mother of Bettina Shsw-Laivrence, the nainter) 

signed The Old Han from the Forest. Tony had been cut off by hie 

father with -€1 a week since he disapproved of his musical studies. Redvers 


andered round the streets lace at night to his own time-table, The 
Blue Angel at midnight and always Filet Street after that for hot 

d. ghnute which he brought back home when I was liv ’.ng in Howl nd 


street with jy neighb ur, Tommy Farr* 3 . sp airing artner’s sister trying 


to no,:, ekee; for aej/ or wen I dossed ddvm at Red vers • for a fortnight t 


& 


when my money had run out. I too vaa a true wanderer now. 


"f <-Cy\ 


I had iessh only turned up in London to -urpriee the girl I was 
goii'.g 00 marry with my on ex ected presence. She had been bombarding me 
vdth le ters to come to England and she, in her turn,hod been dragged 
rtco.r: to Lordon r: the re text z± shat her father ho was our High 
Corals-loner here inched to resent her at Court, but actually it was to 
se orate us si nce /e wer creating a scandal in Ceylon. 1 was not 


present when she thoroughly sdarenic shoeh/^Sdverc, by tucking up her 

x — »{, 


t e"’>r loLdered sari to clean my ro 1 , (WPi^he did give me the chance 

of having her back when she called on Tony and me when we shared the 


room on top of the arch opposite Great Ormonde Street Children's 
Hospital which still stands there to ejj utter astonsihr.sat* 


Tony played the piano for her at five in the morning/M^ I took 
her 1 or coflee at the ala night cafe right beside Russell Square Tube 
station. «3he had wander <2 all night all over Fitsrovia from one 
address to another and it was a airacie she had found/at all. I only 
heard the full story of what had hap ened that night when I tot was 
having a solitary drink at 4 a.m. on the lawn of the Havelock Golf 
Club in C losabo in 1950 on my return to Ceylon from n distant cousin who 
;rtd happened to notice the club li hts were on at that .str^u-e our. 

W fcV»- kti'lv 

Sne had tlirown her huwand's ty-.e write*"out of the Jeb&imm and come 

out looking fer me. 


he was regnant, should she have the baby. Being a noble ir.aa I said, 

of course^and she left at once. I had won kara-Sr her from the envious 
eyes of two future rixtc sc c Kg* « s s niuieters of Ceylon and lost her 
since I find written to tell her I had fallen JSjcx madly ±fc in 

love with a girj^l called Noeisi — a name I had fished out of Guy de 
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KMr&esant -It wan aha who Inferodiiord m to O. l.LawrwtM * and would 

«ht iMik after ho** what: he arrived le !lRgla»du fhe wn%* bank “HttrrahJ 
f Course <! s.ad roaaedsw* to frtw» ao aa aoecuat of the and breakfast 
w***« rh* Kd bee® to Infill Banting Reels, In . flWffftt (?) Oxford 
with her az-ig&MB* Jn the e»efctia» ay fitvel aro^ Koeal (?), yhLeh 
wre Reran?, f, i»a on fie w by to her by wit *dth no to fellow a eoanle 
of weals* later * a coarle of week* too late* it loft so with a «ena» of 
the tSewaJ lenellnees of nen end kww deerite «*! our word* and 
rtantna* '-m .*» die w* ‘tie alette !'■ ho reo/eled in the enjaroee fe>?» 

Ft at*' t 
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Into his nostrils, filled 
hie brain with green-juiced briar 
Mixed with his sweat. His fists 
Hugged the spell of England. 

I was very fortunate to meet Anthony Dickins at this aarty within a 

few days after my arrival in London. H^had just cone down from Corpus 

Christ!, (Cambridge where, as the Organ Scholar, he had H$ft Marlowe's room 

with a grand piano x fcxg fcx the top of which sported a bust of Aleiater 

Crowley's Blatfk Mass woman, Betty, flay, *>'ho had been barrhd from Cambridge 

r~jir* JIA^- s /KfvC /i < 4 4 t 

by th^/ .One ni :ht I xxX/k^if^fn M'taroy Tavern, the heart of 

Fitzrov a before the outbreak of war, after he had ulled u her skirt 
in pithlic to show her thighs - "look, I've still got beautiful legs./It 


was her revelations about Aleister in Tiger Woman that brought, 
hfe and his atron Lady Harris were both c 




interesting poet into disgrace .atitdA f ter to have 

his poems reviewed in Poetry London/ ju-r ♦ t ,c -H Jl* 


Tony, vfho was studying conducting under Sir Henry -ood at the Royal 

College of Music was thoroughly impressed with ray early poems (dedicated 

to Roerai) and, strangely enough by ray songs which I had com osed from 

the age of 16 to 18. Within the next few days e called on the music 

publishers in Shaftesbury Avenue where we were given gratis six or 

eight discs, all they had left in their office, of the old Eclipse 

* 

record with my very first song on it which had been sold in Woolworth 
stores and managed to sell another, The Hindu Love Song, to Day and Co. 
in the real Tin Ian Alley, Denmark Street which however never a" eared, 

1 robably due to ay indifference. In England I was shed >in//v’ftot Mgland had 
given rae in Ceyloa.We went to Ste hen Spender's Trial of a Judge at The 
Group Theatre which had also performed Auden's XriEfbnmf Ascent of F 6 
and submitted sore of ray poems to a cou le of magazines, e found a house, 
114 bitfield street, where thd jolly landlady who was immensely 

y, <•" yiV'uiepr/ , IZV &*■- y 

fat, Mrs Schouterden wkBxKMxx-rr led to a Belgian , M*Wte^/at 64 Grafton/ 












d^ f 4 k-s t .teSd e.ytj 4- J>V<? U ijjy 

' *!-*/>'?-' 



'TdidifTcJs*^ flj 
^ ^ /) ^C <^. fi-csf 


Way W«1 (the sddress for the first two issues of Poet ry Londo n? supplied 
us with lurch and dinner for 30s• a week or rooms fee only for IPs# 6d. 



jj^yA ^[bre akfast was served in bed by Charles Haddon Rdevers Gray from Pop’s Cafe 




next door for a commission of 6d. a week. It was one of many Rddversian 
plans to get rich serving as any Eitzorvtanc as possible in this manner. 
Conveniently, there was an intercommunicating door between the two houses 
and one only had to knock for Pop, a diminutive man of about 5 ft. to 
fill our orders for Eggs and Toast and Marmalade^ and Bacon and Egg and 
Chi a for about 9p# I remember the salmon salad cost 6d# Ko#114 was bombed 
during the war and a opulotis one-storey *.!Hf self-service Indian 
restaurant occu ies the s~ot which I aatronise nowadays, whenever I a® 
around those parts,since it has a homely bazaar atraos here find I can 
see and pick up for myself certain home-made relishes like eke fresh 
coconut s iked with thin slive a of reen chilly or those dhal rissoles 


we call marsala-vadai in Ceylon which used to hot up our schooldays in 

the noonday sun along with devilled wo d-apple /or‘-men 

manges much to the annoyance of our aronte. The best Underground Stations 
'fife. Street^ 

for/&Ltzrovia of my time are arren/ Goodge/and Tottenham Court Hoad. 

6 

The old fish and chips styb right o posite No.1l4 with sins and notices 
still on display, tmd still bri ht with th® red paint of a eriod I don't 
remember, KHir^x:rsjrvsfxattK^Ki: seems as if it must have ceased its brightly 
lit busy traffic nearly two decades ago. A penny's worth of chips was 
a welcome snack those days and one bought a 4di or bd# worth of fish 
and chips wrapped in sheets of newspaper or cod's roe of which I was very 
fond, bom as I was by the seaside of Atehuvely in the Northern Jaffna 
ren nsula where the 'fieherwoman' brought the fruits of the sea straight 
from the catoh for our delighted inspection end tha,ha~'-l±ng over prices 

f s rtw H-ms e- 

with Elizam our cook in the courtyard of/^^a^father-^th-ithe-Beard 

tu , <**■ 

(the other being Grandfather of iiiLoaA^ jiPuse) r-ffBgaxbufcqs^P W--figgPh gant 


of lararaja sekharan VIII, the last Kin of Jaffaa, fn?nsr-w& cnsr Gran dfather 








Poetry London (the first was designed by Lucian Freud)/wae working for 

the Metal Box Company at the tirae K^scssKsrfclmxx and until a few months ago 

was nro&uction manager for my current Fitsrovian effort The Lyrebird 

Press, was another. (I had found him working as a punch tirae-kee er x± for 

Che Carlton Tower Hotel i& Belgravia on my return from Hew York, or rather 

he found me, through the interview I had w th Valerie Jenkins of fhe 

Evening standard. He had left the Metal Box Company before he qualified for 

a Imcge/retirement ension to chase a girl across Euro e to Greece and today, 

on an old age ension, he/oarns extra/ai^a’messe^g^r ijSf®it 0 flx? 0 B?88fenor 
House in Park Lane. T ith his darner and diminutive size, just like Pop 

of Pop ’s Cafe (he is a great skater) he looks his -art and was overwhelmed 

recently -.hen the actress Shirley Maclaine sent him out to buy some ’intimates ’ 

from a chemist and handed over £1 for the service together with the bonus 


of her celebrated smile). Ho was lx* always nattily turned out in effect 

taste , since he is & serious artist as wallj’/he always had the manners of a 

since he lived on the topmost floor, 
erfect gentleman and at jbtil No• 114/he was our watchdog for the moment 

the girl in the building opposite his room took off all her clothes and 

with perfect unconcern 

araded up and dosn xxxnteixxtijc/although she kmx knew we were all watching. 

he, 

Russell/Croft and his girl friend Pat,ratra who seemed to be eternally 
J /4^vw S 4M, 

in the shower were/.other A it na » ri t vt ow s f a our household. Sur riaingly, 

Russell was recently named as the ublic Relations officer for General 

kalker’s Private Home Army for the take over of ea ential services in 


Britian should there be a collapse in the Home Front, vh: ch sounds like 
l 

a very Rusj elian statement. I used to -lay cricket for his team, the 
Gentleman of Bloomsbury, and since men were scarce during the war years 
we once played a team of girls. I remember being bowled to by J.B.S.Haldane’s 
neicej ram I can’t remember who got my wicket. It irked a Croft, r bable 


heir tav HYW y Tira rgBy up a long ladder to a baronetcy, that xKxkadxfesmn a 
damned Arab snier had taken a pot shot at him during the ialestinian 
war injuring a xeKd±Kgx tendon in one leg* At first we had thought 





Julian MncLoren Ross's short story about mo - 
Tanibimuttu and the ro rcss of Poetry London In jis 
Mamolra of the Forties in «hich} n affl r IS ^fi? t > 8S' , KyS° rtraltB 
I claimed to be a Prince of* Ceylon (from which the 
Odd Mr. Todd, as I called Ruthven Todd, extracted a 
shorter short story about me based on actual fact since 
I had done It to the painter Gerald Wilde in high fun 
one night at The Wheatsheaf - J.M. Ross having transmog¬ 
rified it - Gerald and I had high jinks every night 
throughout the war on the plentiful money provided for 
me by the generous Messrs. Nicholson and Watson - if we 
are to believe Riwy in R. McL ren Ross it was my nightly 
performance, I mean, this passing of the hat around for 
good old Gerald every night - and Riwy promised in his 
article not to cheat by stealing from others who have 
looked at the site from a different viewpoint - Riwy 
never was a denizen of Fitzrovia preferring to hide in other 
people's offices like Grigson's, John Lehmann's, Cyril 
Connolly's and mine or sheltering under the wings of my 
dear friend the Hon. David Tennant in his jolly old hole 
The Gargoyle Club , while casting a wicked eye on his wife, 
the present Marchioness of Bath and my secretary Betty 
Tennyson—Jesse, as he confesses in this same article) had 
the old royal circles in Ceylon a flutter (the Sinhalese 
ore Dravidians too, like me, not Aryan which only means 
noble (Arya) which I am through our motto Raja Madapaliyar 
Arya Kulathar - whAnce Sinhalese names like Senanayake and 
Bandaranayake - Nayok means they are of the Nnyak caste - 
offspring of a Brahmin and a lower caste lady - Tony 
Dickins - who writes for the Genealogical Society's 
















journal, The Genealogist - has been working on b*th 
Noeroi * s as well as my lumellogy to show we are related, 
the theme of ray novel Noemi, the same two people ten 
centuries ago being the same two people in this century 
through Darwinian change of genes and gradual change in 
the chief protagonists• characters throughout the ten 
centuries, in the 30 or so planned volumes, a massive 
under t alcing 1 

And Julian*s story caused a das ing skirmish in 
the pages of the Government paper. The Ceylon Daily hqys .f 
among rival scholars, who finally decided I was in their 
own words "the great, great, great, great, gre t, great, 
great grandson" of Parorajaaekharan VIII. Which proved 
of reat interest to me in New York where they like such 
things and James Laughlin of New Directions told 
the York Tines to ut down Prince Tnmblmuttu in the 

obituary on Dylan Thomas but that was only because I 
had ray first name on my notepaper as Thurnirajah, as 
Ronald Dottrail from Rome testily pointed < ut in his 
letter to the frondon Magazlne of February 1966. The 
first article reads rather extraordinarily lik© Genesis 
and I am re roducin it in facsimile, one of ten articles 
on the subject in The Ceylon Dally News* 








The fashion of my introduction of Hary to Bunny was stunning too. 

I had taken her to my nightly haunt, The Carr -ibean nightclub,ia 
Denran St e?t, rcene of rone of ay best known &xxlsxn±x exploits 
(Anne Valaoria bewareJinhere nice black hefty Rudi from Martinique, 
the rorrietor, 'stng’jern Sablon's J»&ttendral for ra^Wlth his 
moon-face glowing in the half dark when she suddenly announced that 
she would very much like to sing a song through the mike, kind you, 
she was only 16 and I was nrobably breaking the law taking her there 
in the first place. Anyway^it was wartime, ^and the streets were dark, 
and everything was happening around me jswd^ith Rudi’s -ernis-tion^ 

I lead her to the stage and sit back to watch her beautiful face 
and lovely body, whereupon she starts crooning to the mike as if it 
were a baby and, dammit, takes her blouse and bra off as if to feed 
it. The audience loved her singing and swaying after that, especially 
Bunny in his dark corner, aark handsome wolf, who demanded to be 
introduced at orce ajid so the deed wap doae* 
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that hit tawny hoard and treaty tanner toother with hiajtadh urn, walking 
stick and fashionable limp,which went well with his trim figure and 
dee -sunken Scots eyes, were a carefully rehearsed affectation. He loved 
amusing us laying -the old nan- on bandied legs, with hie hands clashed 


rand-dad 


behind h’e 

voice. He freqented fusty clubs in Whitehall and elsewhere/and loved 
playing the caricature of the art he had chosen for himself up to the ^ 

hilt while we hooted with laughter. I was invited to his wedding to Ibmmxx > 
my good friend Honor 5*oet who was in charge of publications at the Tate 
Gallery (she did some lovely etchings of nc and ny friends,un groups ,end 
I should love to own one of them today) and was later astonished to hear 
that the marriage had not lasted overnight I 

Hary *mmm Hunt,who I later .introduced to lal h Kean,who married her, 
lived in this house when she was 16. I had rescued her from Lucian Freud 
at Boris Watson's Coffee An * one night. Bunny Kean ran the documentary 
crown Film Unit with Donald Taylor and Basil Wright, malr.ee of 
the classic documentary film, The Song of Ceylon, whiehj I was pleased^ 

—— «* f frWimrovcric^. .cveriched 


myself, in New York, X sold a letter from Dylan^/which read: «Dear / Tambi, 

lease let me have.the guinea you owe me for my last poem. Yours, D 2 

£ M,- pni JksU-C'fa< f*vf j&s kc <?*> 

Mary's beauty was stunning. »»She is the most beautiful -,.gl.i»h i 
X ever saw," Ruthven Todd, the poet told me when 4f« saw her sitting 


on a 

•vj (h> c v' v 
.Cf e ^ 



Antists 'Augustus John and Matthew hnu.cn u OW *•** — .. " 

drawings by Augustus has her face on its cover and Matthew lest her 

£2,000 a year together with all his paintings and drawings which were 

of her dit lex in Cornwall Gardena fa./ 
strewn all over the piade/when I visited/on my return from new xozk. 

Matthew once told meZhis secret remedy for sleeplessness. He s rinkled 


r 
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fib y c z ^ ‘-‘X 

wartime** on in 

Bill and Hetta's eldest/ was born in/the day Mogador fell/to advancing 
British troops. Bill was monitoring the news at the B.B.C. s 6 he waB 
named Hogador Stepson. Bill comes from good old empire-building stock and 
I wouldn’t be surprised if that Stepson famous in Enlish history 
was ataucsKSKHiar 'r sixh±sx his ancestor. 




By the end of February 1939 when the first number of ; -oetry London 

suciKacauii had been in the bookstalls for a month with the xx "special 

souvenir cover" Dylan Thomas mentions in his letter to VerrJm Watkins 

(p.51 of Letters to Vernon Watkins ) txtxat drawn by Hector hictlet, 

nephew of James kacNeil Whistler,who came to our *xr± ch iefly Sibelius 

musicals at 3 or 4 a«a. in the mornin■ with a steaming pot of hot coffee 

in his hand - his cousin Rex Whistler had a studio in Charlotte Street 

while Hector lived in Bloomsbury - our humble dwelling in Whitfield 

Street had been visited by many sdbixfar ceteSl s itx8s v ^“ ,- bo^5^ i ?XKSlKdxsg e had 

Law ence Durrell and hie brother Gerald who^at^ji^^^ige^^was ohl^ fourteen. 

JftnacsiS/gtve^a ty ically/S qri|> •'~ *^ « Qr cgjctt^ed^hccount of Wft/iiret ■■■* ‘ | 

^SBSfe* (I am not 11 1 BIT 11 -resting .fchnt what he said was untrue)to David 

Jenkins re—orter -far the . L¥eir’feg~teWsd.ar d m* Ifeubh 1 '“"v .Gerald 

grew v. to run a zoo in Jersey and write enter'Co ining books like hy Family 

and Other /.niral o.CTdx m^ Which is funne r 9 • 

few doors away in Whitfihhd Street stood Dr Marie Sto es' fixsIrift/Clinic. 

She, too, wrote constant letters to ^rae .with^enplosures of her poem®. She 

and our uresent day Sir John Waller, xamateA^fff^SuSS^^lteller the 
Cavalier tell 

6 Jlft, oet who wrote "< 3 o lovely rose, ^$ ¥ 3 /her that wastes her time 

"'and me" had together founded a com any which published a magazine called 

Kingdom Como h ch I had unkindly nicknamed Bond a Kin although they had very 
kindly ublisked some of my poems. As everybody kn s Sir John needs no 
advice on birth control and I’ve asked him constantly, "Why this li 


SijbalJhaa^ ■ eondm, tm . tfaraaeelU ul ’ g'Q ' t lBii> e d) j ^lwwi»WBt»agjuli l tAh gBaa 

'and her husband Ian Hugo also sur rised me/a call puite early one b 





morning after we had had a magnificent evening together in Larry’s Campden 
Hill .^?^2S£S/l^Sfc»ds*gi which Anais had lent to him and first wife tesp 
Nancy who was a tall* bland and beautiful girl, a painter. ( I wonder 
why Larr^ has never re ublished his poem for her which a eared in PL Ho.4# 
wbHeh/is one of the best poems he has written...) 


















S'UT' 



Johnny?” Laci YaiuWisfct Boldeman^, nephew both or Sibelius and 
-com e Selim Palm-Gren 

kzx cSnluctor/YamEKsit: also visited us:- 
to 

JtknxKXHn/play on Tony's piano which we had hauled on ropes through 

aXX 

the windows because the nxrrswnassxBixthaxKtaiES stairs were too 
narrow. 

MaKgBir"-—- this wai, ,1ju .i T wy ii 1 . . .. . after it had 

been in storage ±XHmxhi;sxH at Jean Hoare's and Philip O'Connor's 
for a couple of weeks after transportation from his nursery in the 
Hampstead Hkx house of his parents.ixhK±±*x*xta^jnrax*±SBxaa:xfc*Kxstfx 
Kfx±haxs*iribi*±*rxSlKi±mxPHiB»flrMx His uncles thought London was the 
best place to study music. Before the year was out Laci conducted his 
own tone poem at the age of 19 played by the Royal Military Academy 
Orchestra at Woolwich. 
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Ae.ng those present the previous even Lug were George Barker 
and Douglas 'artk, the sensational reporter for the Sunday Pictorial 

aKd who w »8 made a s eoial oliceman in the wartime 

blackouts and was credited with utting the Messina brothers .Wiaemfx 
kxsisssK who ran the red light district of London out of business 
- once at the, Hog in the . ound near my office in Manchester Square 
which I c nsidered to be my own new stair i ng ground, a wreath addressed 
to him was delivered by the Messina brothers. At that tine he had a play 
on the b ards (or was It [at Oxford?). He was swathed in bandages and it 

VaS M OJttrao ^oary ; ^d us that evening. He had vowed to get 

his girl friend^back or drive a knife through his aching heart and 
had notified ?he_ Daily Telegrah to this effect while promising them 
despatches on the gruesome roceedin s. His girLfrriend would not have 
hxn back * 60 he had roceeded with his plan, sent hie desnatches to 
St , ^legra r ;h find there he was before ras our eyes straight out of 
hos ital. !The affair lost Bim, as we affectionately called him, his 
friendship with Anais and Hugo but he continued to be a very good friend 
of nine until he died a few years ago* 

Largs 'f ng ? lovely song from the Old English stru .ming his guitar: 

/nd there in that orchard lieth a knight 
His wound b are bleeding d .y .and night 
bully, lully lully ,lullaby mlay 

And there by that knight there kneeleth a s£4d etc 


ae had written to Anais in Paris enclosing the first co y of PL t ..nd 
asking her to come straightaway to London to meet me "since you both 
have similar handwriting," just as he had written that same very month, 

irrirmee, to Dylan Thomas to tell him that his n rahw Y "crabbed, 
botchy scri :t"resemble^mily Bronte’s, mailing him a facsimile As t card 
from/lutograph Collection in the British Museum. 

iraic i:-d cau ht the n ght train that very day, she told me in Hew fork, 

and as I left that arty Hugo stood by the bedroom door by the at irs holding 
the coffee table edition of the House of Incest in both hands like *x 
a white cello hane-wra ped tea-tray or an oriental gift. When I got back 
to Whitfield Street, I read through the book in half an hour and got so 
******* e " c ^ ted and curious over the identity o? the author that I rang 
up Larry at once, late as it was. "Is Anais Nin a man or a woman?" 
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«My dear chap, you've been talking to her &11 evening,” was his 
surprised reply. 


Whence, I supiacsed, Anais early morning visit."London is no 

place for you. Come with us to Paris this norning." I was too busy 

with the second number of PL, I said, "ell, then, you can have 

my apartment in the rue Cassini when you come up to laris*" That 
was the sole conversation we had, end she left as abruptly* 


a O e t j rtft y as she had arrived* 


The next su ' e*,sure enough, she sent me the key/s for her 
apartment from Antibes at Tony's prodding who had found me ensconced 
in Mont-amass© in tkgj dteteixilHisagKgiiex Philip O'Connor's favorite 
Hotel, the Hotel Uciverselle off the Boulevard Edgar Quinet. Hie 
room cost about 7 shillings a week. The net result of all this channel 
traffic and Larry's genius for putting eoplo in touch with each 
other v.t.s that in the Forties, PL was her first publisher on either 
sidfc of the Atlantic* Her three previous volumes had been rivately 
ieued by ksosurad hersilf and dpi- Hugo, to of them .r in ted by 
hereelf on a band recs. Her three volumes of writing were included 
in m.y publication Under a Clrec Bell which had poor reproductions of 
Hugo's engravings* Unfortunately we had to use wartime newsprint 
and to ray utter horror> when the copies arrived with ANA 3 8 PIN xkxkx 

in largo kairdlmtlarxd: hand-drawn red lettering on the nine jacket, 

I discovered on the title age itself the diacritical mark on the i 
of Anais none had shifted over to the left on ton of the a 


Rumours spread uickly in Fitzrovia and we didn't even have to 
b other hunting for a printer. One day a gentleman with a bowler hat 
and rolled u umbrella >irw±vs turned ut> at 114 on behalf of the Women's 
Printing Society of Brick street, iic&dilly, with an offer to mint the 

first number of PL. He had heard of the roject from the oet and 

, ,„ . , . and Hector Whisler 

novelist Rayner xle penstall. The nice lady printers 







It was damned unfair since George Barker, himslf, had helped with 
the typography -es ecially the ad for the second number in the 
inside back cover - th^ Q l veDiest bit of typography in it- while quietly 
trying to ersuade me/include my Ceylones Love Songs written for Noemi 
in No.2 (in which he succeeded) and to send them to T.S.Eliot (in 
which he didn’fc). The effect of publishing the Ceylonese Love Songs was 
that a girl of fourteen in a convent wrote to say they were the best 
things in the magazine and to ask where she could buy s^m^moge ! Which made 
me quite giddy. When she was older, se^n^^iv or ^ei^hteen., Kk*/she visited 
me at 26 Manchester square and quite surprised me/in Bombay ^xh-aa 
where I hhd married Safia Tyabjee and settled down, 


^one 


pith kkatxxxxfck a letter headed Intereps Ltd. I kxkxiiHKrx have now 

forgoteen how she had gotten holu of my address through my wanderings 

in Ceylon and inilia India, but she had suddenly blossomed forth into 

a multi-lingual literary agent (chiefly i± French and Italian) hnd a 

wife as well since she had married her partner who was a Frenchman called 

Max Denis. I believe she has an 'l8 old son today called Patrick Denis 

which is sort of like completing a circle for me. She had her offices 

at No.15 New Row^ right xehx across my beloved 8 Rew Row, ©pposite the 

New Theatre, in St. Martin’s Lane xkxxk where xExidKdxfHExarxKHHxls 

I outrode a couple of years 01 wartime blackout^i^SfexH^xixiilii^haS 1 * 

a chapter re jt^Ojthia^jtjEjttlyObalr^ejous place in hie boot 

Can I get There by Candlelight/ - which is like completing another 

circli/ for me in a life which seems to me entirely composed of circles 

since I am back in London again after, Colombo, Mxaxw-frsrrcaa*, Bombay, 

Raiiair New York. The girl who I am talking about who kxd had completed 

two xyyx cyclidrevolutions fQXxmsxKasxEsilsd :MargxxEtockrHKkjartxx±xx±ii± 2 S 

for me in this cyclic pattern in life, which is entirely in conformity 

Supreme J 

with Hindu philosophy, man thrust out of the mmo/ jiiergy or Brahian, 
Appearance, and then absorbed back, Disaaprearance, like a wave rising 
and killing and falling on the ocean, or a fountain into the waters 
that feed it, was called Margaret Crosland. 


As for Hector, he had turned up with "the souvenir cover* done up 
like a copperplate engraving with a perfect engraving of me.,^ 


xn 


the middle of the page and the contributors names beautifully arranged 
below it j- 

Exnndxit/in copperplate 1 e11eringxKHXHxxKxikxxxsrtExx A fantasy.(^arrangement 


xh ironwork srolls surrounded the whole* <■ 
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O' 


jj^ s q/ cEabqsx made us postpone the publication day in January to one 

in February. One unfortunate lady compositor had pied up one whole 

gal lev of ty e by dxnqa&acxKxtfcxxfknx dropping it on the floor and . a 0 ( 

4 > JfWfc 

several of our large size ages had to be hand-set all over again. ' 7 ^ 111 

,A_ r H^£=— *4rts -ft Vyi i igU l ^'T' l Vfl 1 f - ^ ' 1 



-J r - - 

>0 ^autifuliy arr s 


(X ^ X <^*/W 

UsSH^xt* 


l ettgr a n g^For goodness sake. Hector, go home and put your thinking 
cap on 0 gain, ,? 8 Hxxx£HXHKdx±±xxx±fc He returned it with the hair neatly 


arranged in the attern of a seashell to hide the features, which will 


explain the origin of 


tha,t curious hell design on 1 
I, tfk vt M <*¥>■*- 4* 0Tt~r\ tie' 


numbers of the magazine. 



the first two 

y / rvo t 


^ second gentleman arrived with 
the magnificent offer to manufacture and display six coloured roaters 
in six main stations of the London Underground for the sum of about 
£10 for the span of one vrhole year, I think, e accepted, of course: 

POETRY (London; - The Platform for All Poets the caption screamed 
across sweeping railway lines in four silkscreened colours. And the 
contributors names aitdax at the bottom ware to be changed every month. 

When the magazine appeared the pioneers of TV were naturally there to 
collect Tony and me at Broadcasting House in in their big bus to 
appear in their Picture Page from the famous Crystal Palace which 
seemed hellishly miles out of Ole London and beloved iioho. The big 
board said/RHUBABB with girl a earing on the stage carrying the plentiful 

^ (L • 

rhubarb in a basket and then/'• POETRY (I'm not Joking) Tor Tony and 

*•>* 


me; we were so good they asked us *0 stay on for the evening show; they 
had. made up Tony with dark aint but not me and it was damned hot 
under the carbon arc-lamps and the next day two girls rushed up to us 
in a coffee -lace in Tott. Ct. Rd. - we saw you on XVEEEl” And, of 
course the gnomish Laurence Clark turned u in his ’motor* complete 
with Russian midwinter headgear and heavy motoring gloves to give 
us another offering for Ho.2, the first offering for Ro. I having gotten 
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used up in No«1 • 

The naoo of Hiawafchr. *s daughter 
was/ Miftehaha* Sunning Mater* 

Lut let me think, when fancy quickens, 
Of Toninuttu tanbidickins; 

And never sand a verse that’s phoney 
To Bi c kins z anfoa&ut tut ony, 

For . oat work that’s naraby psrfor 
To Muttutonydickinstambi. 

Ho praise, like widow fired in suttee 
To Taatbidkckinsera t tu t ony. 

So kee this rule until Last Day 

And God will tckmx wipe your sins away* 


sjn recei t of y first letter to h\®, together with our circular, 
printed with the birthday present to Tony from his Stowe schoolmate, 
Lord estbury, Dylan had written to his chum Vernon Watkins, before 
its appearance* ** Lite re' s a now periodical. Poetry (London) which 

roniseo to be, if nothing elce, well reduced. Edited by a man 

or woman called Tanbiatuttu. And after its publication, my resent 

neighbour John Lehmann of The Hogarth Press and New writing told me 

he had thought ray name belonged to sons secret society. Kr Anthony 

Thwnite of the How gtaiesrmm couldn’t have looked at ay magazine 

when he wrote in that journal that Swat the London hit to ta tryxlamdit 

Poetry Lor don was not added on until the nramin g third xgadmxsx or 

fourth numbers. H r could serious trrib* and lazy critics follow the 

non-literrry J. MacLaren Fees bit of Punch humour bout ±mt PL 10 

which he compared to Chums Annual - it was tSinx 256 pp. long’of poets 

1 had not oeid, or, someth in g silly like that. Anyone who icks urs 
ex ensxvely bcuna ^n sxvei y icroMgginaxproduco4 volume . ill 

tWSiEP**®* and SifF^SStTd ree there in very he aw old tyae 

x*«*/ &ore 

that X revivied aBCFT THIS KUH333H: these are oets who have never before 
a reared in print, or in Poetry Lcrdon ^ wae r ‘ eant shake up 
the Establishment and prove my point/literary coteries had no meaning 









Zb 

in Aaguat 19^8 Us m interview I had with ally Polly Toynbee • I had 

only o ailed on sgr -ublishera to collect none royalties end aha me 
there - d -afhtar rf en old fraud » sad is# left a :*40; f.f'* "or ca 
v th inula Eh*w*Le,vr«fiBi«#n a±Saroc»ad^^ one of the greatest 

l*t3?*?la&# «w (aether of bsttiaa shrw-L;.-urenee 4 the rointer) 

‘'igned Old froa the threat* Tony bad beeas tut of? by hie 
father i-jf.th "1 a x «k r.isee he dies ;:u’-3v?d of h'v 'uv leal ctudies* IltiVtVI 
. *>udar«d round the streets la-© at sight to hie owl tiae-’Msble« the 
Blue Jtaijel at aWtoight end always filet s»tr*-.?t after that for hot 
d--- arals &i#fe Be brought bask -a»m when I Ml 15” lb 8 w4p»I 
tree* with rsy nci ;%b nr, foajy fbrr*# e ttrto* &rt*ser f a sister trying 
to hrnesh»#r far m or w on I dossed down at ftedvere * f-r * fortnight 
«&en :y s»oa#y had run eat* X too was a true i*a»&#r#X' dftf. 

I had g-?iw sly turned up in tendon to surprise the girl 1 waa 
Moiag to starry with ay ante noted ■-•###«» es. She had been hi ah&rdiag ae 
lib le~terr to * ana to i»£l«Bd and -H#* in her turn h d been dragged 
down to bondoa on the pretext a# that her fat ear sdso wan our H\Jx 
0•••' ris -i ner bore '.4 abed to -ree***** her r.t C- arti bat a#tv*l .y it was to 
se <ar »te as o’nae we wer« ereatin?* * soaddnl in Ceylon, i was not 
?ret eat - her ah# t *,er. u^hiy aSwacsk «ii#uk/l!fd**rs by iusfclnj ar her 
rii • re id# red sari to c :?.»«;* aj u .... but eh* aid :iro it* the chance 
'•f hiring her boot? when ’the called on Tory and m wher ve shared the 
r«o* on top of the area o?,;ooi*ca Jr eat irncwde street Chixoraa *m 
Site. il*l which still stands there to ay attar eatoaeiimey t , 


*?ony > 3 eyed the l.sno for her at five n the aotrJafi^H* I took 
her for coffee at the all aiyht oaf# right beside das ell square 'Tube 
static?!* the bed wander 2 oil aiyht all cvc;' Jitsretie froia uae 
address to another *rd it was a sils-asls oho had found at ail. I only 
heard *V f'lll rtory e? what had hr* eaed that sight -hen 1 Sm v®a 
a li-irh at 4 a*n* on tb# lawn of the Taveloc-/: Quit 

Chib in «? o«he ir 1950 <e* «y return t« Ceylon fropj n die is* t eouaia Mho 


h«5 fcn pemed to notice the dab light# <*re ea at that atrisng# our. 
she had thrown her hub«ad*a ty ewritee o-i of Use vl.dowa and eoo# 
out look ty; for ;x. 


- >e w»« regneat* ehc-‘f2.d " S s hare the baby* Sells » #»>%!# nen I eaid* 

of emtrn# and sne left at once* i had wen &**&*.*£ her fro» the envious 
eyes o? two future riaae atotagga sislators of fleyl.en and lost her 
sl-.-ee 1 Had written to Her to tell Her I Had fell n »we nudly dSt in 

love with a g&rfl called Eoessi - a nace I had fished out of Guy de 
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Mau aoeaat -it was she who introduced no to !>*i. Lawrence - and would 
...he look rur her ken .he iwrideed in England* She wr^te book M HurrahJ 
" e •'.roe” i\il£. roceeded to give so an account of the sad breakfast 
ertles rhe hu been to during .ioat&B,; cek ia uuulW'TVv Oxford 

- .-.vh is or '.-.’jar, I', the moat‘d y nore) Esoa !'-.c> i - . ah 


wr. her-tel f, wee. on its way Sot to her by non with rw to follow a couple 
of week;’ latex - a cot*. Xe v w>ok& too late* it left *se with a sense of 

tite eternal loneliness of oea and v.aen dee:-it a all our words and 

s-* pace* * hen ’ le we die alone to ho recycled in the Strpartac Stejm 
- (3r - t . fc>rf 4 -'Il'I'IA- ■ixOv 


A * 


\ 


» 



R5 a 


If Brahman. 


.mfcio, and,my cousin, 

pic'* CO 


And thus it was that I became/true Fitzrovian like my/friends Augustus 
John, -R 0 y Campbell, Gavin Maxwell^gliabeth Smart or Kathleen Raine, all 
of whom used to visit Pitzrovia/ Buj; I ha^had ^it my soul a very long 
time aro. When I was i4 amir. 1'i* n'f .in 1 Forbes Road-^y ■’ ‘ ’ 

Anton Gardiner£(a real Ceylonesehamei the .ritish wouldn't g ve us a 
University^al though my relative Sxi 1 Ponnambalam Ramanathan put up a 
great fight - he had been moulded by his uncle Sir Mxfttu Coomaraswamy, 
frxKHEtxskx^HEeHxX'xEtH first Asian Knight, friend of / ueen Victoria and 
Disraeli who had him in a novel as Kusinara - the family 

legejfnd says he recited a poem anixsaia in Buckingham |alace, hurrak^xx 
and said "You know xxsix Ma'am my ancestor was a king,/King Harichandra,"A 

^ ^_ 5 N t i J ' 


^KkasxErxkExxayxbH)x whoever he may be, whereupon j 

tSt&ri A S'iVp-y #V 


"Kne 


e i4' 


1 she, 

'+4f >S 

and gave him the accolade/ wkseh soiindsxfai more dramatic in Jfamil the 

' T . ptVt-ZJb **! {fu 

Tamil iaxgHHgEk language* #njodays University of yeyl on ./stands on the, 1 


site ksxEkHEEXHxkuk Sir JPonnambalajn chose# 

. tv, A ^ xc Acs' <r c— «v.»vw| 

a university in Jaffn^and added on the BostonSian founding fathers' names 


*A KfiXx* t- tf 

i the Americans/ fSSBPe us 


to the graduate's real name - thus my great grandfather was Chittampalam 

Gardiner) 1 1 i-trt- iaj uncle' s -an jJt.riry^ t>aeK/£eparated by a distance of 

a hundred yar-dg jJ&p* called HHEsslks ourslelves The Vagabond Pair after 
Dumas' The Mt/sKeteers.. I mean the book^and not the film (i went to the cinfcma 

almost daily, sometimes two theatres a day which was easy since my uncle 

Bir Chittampajam Gardiner owne^ne^r^y^^all^t^^^^gma^^all over the 

island - at the Regal Theatre^/t’fey put on my Eclipse disc with the song 

I wrote when I was (6 during the interval), i f - they" -sSwUme —i - a —the 

I even composed a song The Vagabond Pair for us to sing (and that was after 

the film) which my younger brother Thuraisingham roars out in hx his 

great baritone in London today. 


btiALPJjU 

H*. tfsrfk J — | 
















ofNBrahman 
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xoid it thus that I became a true Fitzrovian like my dei 

friends Augustus John, Roy Campbell, Gavin Maxwell, Elizabeth omart 
or Kathleen Raine, all of whom used to visit Fitzrq^ia with me. But 

v 

I had had it in myXsoul a very long time ago. when I was i4 and lived 
in i Forbes Road, Colombo and my cousin, Anton xarinx Gardiner ( hxkx± a 
real Ceylonese name c the Br4s(xLsh wouldn't give us a University •i h—^>4 ^^ 

of—the grp^et-.fight pat up my my\relative Sir Ramanathan but the Americans 

-o n e-i n - Jaf fn a- and-added on the Bostonian »e«#48-.to th e.graduate ■'■g-- 

ir diner) 


real name 


thus—my-great- 

akthouTph-^my relat ive 3ir/Ramanathan put up' a'Vreat fight - today's University 
of Ceylon stands on the site he chose \-but the Ameripans .vrnnrT^rwTrga ve a/**/ 
us one, in Jaffna, and added on the Bostonian/names to'the graduate's 
real name -thus my great grandfather was Chittampalam Gardiner) lived at 
my uncle's in Darley Road, separated by a distance of about a hundred 
yards, we called ourselves The Vagabond Pair after Duma's' The Three 
Musketeers , I mean the book and not the film (I went to the cinema almost 
daily, sometimes two theatres a day which was easy since my uficle 
Sir Chittampalam Gardiner owned nearly all the cinemas all over the 
island - at the Regal Theatre/pul y on my Eclipse disc with the *6xykxxxB±dx 
tong I wrote when I was l6 during the interval if they saw me in trie 
audience). I even composed a song The Vagabond ±hx Pair for us to sing 
(and that was after the film) which my younger brother Thuraisingham 
hoars out in his great baritone in London today. 

kyt ■h <*vcy" /-k 

Anton and I accompanied each other home, those one’hundred yards^ J 

every night, chatting, often until four or five in the morning since 

we really did not want to be separated. We did this during the day 
tfw *r VM 

as vtfell and^one of th. se days SS^produced a poem that lie had written 
for me to look at and t&S5 it read: 


So we 'll go no more a roving 
So late into the night, 

Though the heart be still as loving 
And the moon be still as bright. 


For the sword outwears its sheath, 
And the soul wears out the breast, 
And the heart must pause to breathe, 
And love itself have rest. 


Thoug, 



e for loving 

XfcSHXSHHHX 


A nd the day 


s Oq 


n, 


m 


■ 


lari 


o 
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Though the night was made for loving, 

And the day returns too soon, 

Yet we ’ll go no m re xxs a roving 
By the light of the moon. 

Deeply moved I ^jjlfiately put my arm round him and said "Anton, you are 
a much better poet than I". It took me a couple of yearsbefore 
I discovered that Byron hud written it, probably basing it on a Scots 
original. AmtxixE The blighthad turned the tables on me, cuMiSfigi^p, 

<fcnd I couldn't charge him with deception since JlX. G.K.Chesterton., 

founder of the Cheatertonian 

who had made him Bex Byron in my Club / -'ta.ir..: I jvas .Percy Bysshe ^he-tlej / 

^ a J.v> 

in my private capacity and lectured t^o them ijt r'hymod veroo, ex tempore* 

Tony replaced Anton for me in London and thus it was that I used to 
ExkHtxBxHyxandxHihHEH exhort Tony and others to come with me to 

.way^as Alan. Ross^ 

itzkreig j 

7 

•“ “““* -... fa/, 

which , as I said , was my address at the time, off St. Martin’s Lane. The? Jf • 

fact that the name jh Ks i yis does not surprise me because oi the unity 

oiKjassS^^y spirit and atmosphere which made it unique in the Lonaon of 

my days. Even the American G.I., as we called him, Julius Horwitz, has 

pe rfectly captured the spirit of the place with great clarity and 

truthfulness and prsented us with true portraits of people I knew. 2t i 

one of the best books to come out of the last war. 

I Surprising experience of the capa/bi] 


Fizrovia^ a roving in He^r^n^fa^n. to ^ 

the editor of The London Magazine of todCy used to shdut in the blitzkreig. 
in utter darkness, "Come to 8 New Row, Come to 8 New RnwxwiixKhx Row 




term sa* A had coined ft>tnrmr 


jfore I left 


ryival Isfflffie 
C: -W/»AyA^4 iL * 
LjWIfwwi.. I had 


t 
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Experience ‘of the survival of xiraikKE 


escribe 

HffiXHKHX 


I had ahpther 
a eebond term I 
ikx a pub in Rathb 

fSK^^ixS^EH^c^P'5ace^in“Chipprng'C^mpden, Where Stephen ana Inez 
Spende^ had honeymooned the pcevious fortnight. 


cxthsxxHE used during the, war.to 

' fih fSe^5§ts 

I had just returned from/xkax! 


I had another surprising experience of the survival of a second 
term I had used during the war to describe a pub in Rathbone Street. 

I had just returned rfter,' fy honeymoon with Jaqueline Stanley, from 
Elizabeth Fairclough's place, in Chipping Campden, where Stephen and 

Inez Spender had honeymooned the previous fortnight. It was in Chixping 

, /h'ti 

Campden that I/discovered my fmnst 'country pub’ in Jackie's 

company. » . 


After a certain hour in the evening^ The Wheatsheak , The Fitzroy 
and The Black Horse had an overload of people and it was time ±a for us to 
move on. I did so to kisx^mkxiiixk this pub in Rathbone Street which is 
the continuation of Rathbone place after it curves around The 
Marquess 01 Granby towards T he Duke of York . It was a "beer only" kax 
one-room bar on the left side of the street ,xk±EkxKHs; almost denuded 
of people, except for a few workmen,and their friends,ana it reminded me 


cept foi 
-Mj l/ 
f tne Gc 


of the/ pubs of tne Gotswolds. So, when the tensions and traffic rose. 

secret ? 

with the smoke and noise, it was time for me to make a/rendezvous with 

my friends.a|. The^Country Pub . It became a regular habit with us and 

since the/BubxEEaKi was/well-timed affair we all got to know where we 

coula find each other at any time of the day,or evening^even before and 

after pub hours^since night-clubs, restaurants and cafei were xacxtxHfx 

±kaxxHkxKESwix r bead^ o in e the d smokey necklace of the pubcrawl. My iubcrawl 

varied from/t±msxkHxiime butxkkxE the most roma/tic was the one which 

-rv 7, 

included Margot Fonteyn, Moira shearer,. Bobby Helpmann and Constant 

Lambert at^^e New Theatre rifht hxxhsxe±x opposite my own 8 New Rew. 

d/fbr f if te enm in u t e smx -or--ffl©rer~de xen din gen 4 We s t a t mv ^ 

” ’ ’ able drinking hour! is 4ub-o^eluh 7 

crown/(2si»d.)-to the uf^sr and stand behind 

k/TF^r/jF} 

in the front ro 
their 



was pa*t of “the music, par jr/ 
night they performed my. -f 




•s Facade^/L p] 


“r^le a s¥aT~e»ce_Con stance 
d^ bobbing up and 

^’pi 

° ur s'ia 

me 


ence," it 
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kinds were generally worn over one or botjt shoulders thus providing for an 
easily enfoldahle protection in the case ox sudden cold spexis, especially 


in the winter. The method of two garments, of which one is generally not worn, 

a 

or carried as a fold only, is/characteristic adaptation to the quickly- 

changing temperatuee and sudden spells of thw otherwise tropical climate of South 

Asia. The beauty of well-trained and sun-tanned chest and shoulders was 

further mrimnnrih r stressed by the frequent use of white flower garlands, or 

shining metal jewellery, on the bare skin. In that way aesthetic px T cpg rttBE^xx 

proportion was concentrated on the natural beauty of proportion, line and colour 

of the human body, rather than on the dtxraai display of costly material in 

unnatural shapes, such as have been characteristically developed in the dress 

fashions of Europe, northern Asia, including classical China and bocxxxxx 

Japan.... thereby upsetting the body’s inner harmony and meaning. If man was made 

in the image of God, the South Asian artist has perceived something of the divine 

in the jusiiHStiEJixHiBi proportions and positions of the human body which do not 

bear heavy clothing. Buddhist and contemporary Hindu sculpture reached certainly 

the peak of utilization of the human body as a symbol for the eternal.”*$B»sidas 
, no 

"“pie Indians had/inhibit ions about the human figure, in which: they saw*- only the_ 

divine. In their worship-of Woman they worshipped: entire creation, which is something 

. ..—— ~ / .. 




//V fUJt A 


we shall return to later. , ^_ /V ? *c* ’ / 

kaG&p&ing I m 1ir* T El' ii f>P i-T4 "beautiful woman is vaulted in six places;^ 

^ at the back of the nxdx hands, the top of the feet, tfcKxhxHXxts the belly, 
the breasts, buttocks and eyes; she has seven things fine and delicate: skin, 
hair, fingers, toes, and the joints of fingers and toes; three things deep: 
voice, character, navel; five things red: palm of hand, corner of the 
eye, palate, tongue and lips. A similar catalogue of charms/given of 
the heroine Draupadi by queen Sudeshna: "Her ankles do not stand out( ? ), 
^fer thighs are firm and hard. Three things in her are deep (voice, 
understanding and navel), six high-arched (nose, eyes, ears, nails, breasts, 
•the joint of the neck),five iked ( the palms of the hands, the soles of the 
feet, the corners of the eyes, the tongue, the nails); she speaks unclearly 
the wwan, her brows and eyes are round-arched, red as the bimba^fruit 


as 




(?) 


are her lips, her neck is like shell, her veins are hidden, her face is like 


the full moon, and so on. Glorious she is as a mare from Kashmir.” 

In the Epics too we find the earliest mention of 'a- poppla-r -UL& 

i*/4kC A, 

poets twa/* womfen siswudd have the graceful carriage of an 
elephant: ^ 

And so the Lotus-Byed One, to Him of the lotus eyes 
Walked up, tfrith the proud step of the elephant. 

And the Hark One, with tear-filled eyes, spoke to him The Park One. 

■j'At r^ 

Though the elephant is considered clumsy "by peoplejwho least ia«yvr-him,_no^, 
douht M&ausfl ^ larger- g i g e 


jj$3 is so much 

Ll ■ 


;, he is as graceful as a ballerina 

as anyone who has seen wxtk him walk, slowly, majestically, prettily along the 

the narrow bund of a rice-field will know, -frcr^adinn .jaaet 

grace K ^ 

a symbol of texKtyrjLHiixxymmatry strength/and symmetry and that women’s jobobb 

f Ajfc *. 

arms and thighs, hssdsxxkEKidaxxfcsrxgattxardr-^a ogfcejt/compared to elephant’s 
%Tb0 soft and graceful gait of an Indian woman is likerfed to that of an elptjand 


where 


woman’s garments permit freedom of movement and sympathetic 


co-operation of the musoular system this is an apt comparison. In the 


trunks. Her effortless, graceful walk Is like an, elephant/ s/ ’/in the East, ,1 

<0, /« fU A $'*•**' 

mVa «>/* w i »«■ ! -■« Li ' Ml w ■ « III n*A«MAMf m O i wa X 4 » « -y\ r nw 4 4 * <Pe/«. ^ /\m /\ wiA^rA 4 > n«t /9 j Jk \ v 

vjL 1 j-LIh 1 *'* 

West the natural swing of the hips, only possible in conjunction with the 
free, lithe play of the muscles of the foot and torso, is restricted and 
becomes jerky,,, The elephant has on exquisite sense of balance and most 
supple joints, and can even make obeisance with profound dignity,” % 

F.H.Andrews, Journal of Indian Art, X, 52, 



<&”A woman, bsrstw-r-fc beautiful both in the formation and development of 
her person, and walking with her full and rounded thighs and hips, in 
the gait of a she-elephant in rut, and possessing eyes agile and full 
of desire like those of a pigeon intoxicated with the wine of youth, should 
be deemed specially fortunate,,", Agni Rurana. tr. by Manmatha Nath Putt, 

Calcutta 1904, 

to carriage and deportment, attention was paid to voi^Mfetcff^hould be 



soft and musica 


Ratirsu-hasyam (c.2nd Century$H£nd Ananga Ranga (c,15th 

as best of the four types mentioned 
Century) in commending the Lotus and Art-T^pe of woman/compare theeir voices 

to the swam’s and the peacock^^^lndian poei^'S'-admired the voice of the peacock 
hsEXHKXHfx becaudeu-ef-its pitch. Though the voice of theltemmogk is not swedst, 
poet’j'^&dffiired it because of its pitch. 







(*- *».■?< 7 (a > ^■>*-»■*■<; 

As-/to carriage and deportment, attention, was "paid to th«-^oi!f j The most 

^ A*« <Afn*ui» . —. 1 .-• c * ■-. ~ *'•- w<t 

admired seems to have been the "husky" voice,-soft, low and music~~ 
PLQ.etMjwys "her sweet voice spoke unclearly as the swan’s, "f^he Hatira-hasyam 
(c,2nd Century) and Ananga Ranga (c,15th) in commending the Lotus and Art-type 


of woman as the hest among the four types mentioned tsx compare their voices to 

, r»'- tt« f '&+<■ <M* yUv-c. 

the swan* s and the pecocbes. Though .thfcy are "by no means sweet the poets admired 

them ~ /4k ** 

"because of their pitch. It is for this 


reason the-tBBft voice has also "been compared to a parrot’s; 

The ineffable sweetness of your words seems the voice of a parrot caged in 

your throat. 

And so the God of Love has placed the birnba % fruit as your nether lip 

just to tempt that "bird from within. 


Muka; Arya Satakam, 

'f The Mimordica Monadelpha is a fruit about two inches long; when ripe it becomes 


vermi Honored 
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l- womfitt''was ofc< 

f ^ * If m I... Jt Ail 1 .j i»s £»vt 4? i’L j* *»a 


cs 


jin common wit^h her 

M4-WV site*** 


fdu &§J? JvuA#m "" 

civilized sisters all over the world/ Xsc Prom the times 


ir.ia»nj fards w ara ag ed, to keep the complexion clear and translucent^ » 





,JL 




Even now 

She is present to me on her "bed 
iJalmed with the exhalation of a flattering musk, 

Kich with the curdy essence of sandal. 

»'***’? U\ l3fct 

Mud-packs for the face were i*m«se'during the time of the Buddha, and Ananaga 
4kc*.A+' MM* imK IHAfM ^V-*v(Y*i*U 

Banga "besides Variftus sxaantx "beauty creams for the face describes remedies-.lor 

haix oile ^4~dyes, * ^ ■» * k 

f orjthe removal mf _pinjpla.s,/xn±rfchex3EBXTEB±iHHXxxsssDa: some astringents, and 

depilatories* The place of lipstick in her toilet was taken by the shell of 

green walnuts, betel leaf, or the bark of the walnut tree. As early as the 

1st century 3.C. we find a poetess singing : "I rose and broke a branch of dadali 

and reddened my lips with the sap". Hails were colouredA)ink with myrhh or 

^ 4 ' 

leaves of roses steeped in sine gar J ear- red^wiihJba»aai_ 

When she puts henna on her hands and dives in the river 

One would tnink one saw fire twisting «^nd running in the water. 

, ik + 

The soles KHtHaxed of the feet were « w c reddened with scented lac, and very 


pretty they look nowadays too, s±BHxtfcaxEX since the custom persists. The Indian 
perfumes, mention of which we find in the Epics were of course exotic. There 
were perfumes for different hours of the day, for different seasons, for different 
kinds of dresses, for different types types of women. To quote Mrs gwinhna 
nttth*ea4nglt, the cnr* cool attar of Keora is a well-known perfume for the 
summer morning/ and goes with summer dresses and a fair, slim form with a 
reflective temperament, ■‘•‘he attar of roses is suited to mid-day, goes well with 
velvet and relects to advantage a vivacious, dark brown, full face, The delicate 
attars of Motia and Chambeli are xxts suited to the shades of the afternoon and 
the evening, violet, blue or green dresses. And they become mature women of 
thirty or forty. The fascinating aroma of Molsary is subtly conducive to rest 
in the tense, heavy Indian summer. It goes with rustling silks...The attar of 
Kasturi is appropirate for the hours of work, and should be used on yellow or 
saffron robes. It is specially suited to men and women who profess the arts which 
require deep meditation. 

The attar Champa is a perfume for the open air and the garden,.is young and innocent. 
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‘^e attar of Henna is a sports scent. The attar Pitna goes with highly 
emotional natures. The attar Pantiz is a gay and naughty perfume with an 
active and tingling freshnessjetc etc, ft* * r ^ 44 ^ 

Jjtt ZL*-t ay A***** ^u****. {{+**■ t 

Pven now | 

She is present to me on her "beds, 

JJalmed with the exhalation of a flattering musk. 

Rich with the curdy essence of santal; 

Girl with eyes dazing as the seeded wine, 

Showing as a par of gentle nut-hatches 
Missing each other with their hills, eg,ch hidden 
hy turns within a little grasping mouth. 

As for the mode of dressing the the Ajanta frescoes, the sculptures 

poetg and the Spies,--show that silks, garlands of pearls,asd precious stones, or 


ll * 


the classical 


flowers were used in such a way as to estpahize the symmetry of the form, jewellery 

, the breasts^ 

was used in the hair, xyxxxp: ears,‘)noee.^around the neck and waist/ arms a«& 

■" -art *1 aU. A * * J 

wx±±x wrists, 11ll.,,JMifJt, the /ankles ; 

She appears like a flash of lightning; 

Crowns of gold with rubies and diamonds set and countless pearls, 
many a row of pearls is gleaming. 

Many an ankle £ twinkling. 

Many a wreath of gems on her neck. 

Diamonds and rubies threaded fairl 
A sixHdHKx slender waist is decked with bells, 

.Heart-ensnaring the ring in her nose’. 

Heavy tresses braided well 

Where xxuxs strings of jewels are woven in. 

Beautiful rubies swing in her ears, 

.Bracelets yeild delight; 

n ere there is worn a silken robe. 

There are folds that make it fair. 


Anon. 8th Cent, A.D. 

And thxexwasxHfxEEHxxE there was of course the red spot of kum-kum,- or spot of 

a ndal p a e *e on the forehead that is to this day worn by womens 

Pair-face, red-brow-spot, tfcsxsxxxx there - 
.Behind the heavy jet-black hair - 


I 

tt, Wm/I 

And now we come 



to gua-eg 


ower and influence in ancient times must have been great to guaeg 

survive X 


Ana n0W 

■4^,'A^yXhdxii 'Jh»«r i 

from the matriarchal societies that still/ax±s± in certain parts of IndiaL/under 
such a system, it is matrilinear descent, that is considered important, attd 
jgxhgritHKfe inheritance of property is through the mother. The identity of a 
father may be in douht, but not the mother*s, and therefore a man is considered 









(10) , , 

to "be closely related to his sister’s son, hut not to his own. av *t'w-fl aVi -y nyi arf nl 

^ ftuffcj; ' ' Jl1 ' """...... O f 

at one time* In. the earlier pre-Aryan socie tie s- 1 Woman was also worshipped in the 
ideal of the Mother Goddess in India, Persia and the Aegean, The worship* is 
persists today in India where she has various names like Kali, Amba, Durga and 
vDevkliaia, She is also worshipped popularly as 3aktj. or Female Bnergy which 
symbolises the whole universe andwhich has heen taraMHiaaoi transformed in the 
temples into the personification of the yoni (womb), which is the counterpart 
of the Linga or phallus of Shiva. The worship of Sakti or Saktism is the prevailing 

fit 1 ?.-ii 

religion of modem Bengal. ■> “*- 




£(( t a v • t 1/^*^ toll* *■ ^ctiXk /w jtx j*sc4 -’Ltvf' > A-a^vt *,'£ - 

Though Goddes^a*,‘play an insignificant part in the early Aryan hyms, the /'•“'' '" l ' * 


thar whole 

later hymns in the Bik-Veda and/B±xifeK collection^ of the other three Vedas 

which had probably by then come under the influence of the indigenous Dravidian 

culture award a high place for woman. She is the counterpart of God, the form 

through wfctfrTKfr which energy finds expression. She is Aditi, symbol of th«r whole 

and 


i 


world of nature. 


is^the common mother of gods 


and men. S$e is ft honoured and equal part of every marriage with freedom to 
choose her husband from a multitude of 


suitors in the ceremony of 
swavamvara . where after pysimrl physical and intellectual competitions among the 
suitors she garlands the man of her choice, even as the Lord Buddha ’3 wife did 

/^TN 4 ‘ 

to him in her swayamvara. 




■ MMMSap) 


, r _ 

• •'j; fusion of Iravidian and Aryan ideals of womanhood -resulted-in-the 

A*r^v.c«y 4* 7a 

typSeal mode m Iad*w« view^ Ao »m*- 4n /the . Mahrfthhgre.ta: 

< 

A wife is half the man, the best of friends; 

The root of the family and its perpetuity, 

The source of well-being. 

Wives are friends in the wilderness 
Soothing with their gentle talk; 

Like fathers in the serious trials of life. 

Like mothers,theybefcbme, in times of hardship; . 
Succou3^|o,..Jhe traveller lost in the w ild e rness- 
Wives/gsoort the best of havens in life.... 

Though irritated by a slight 
Fever should man give pain to her 
Who has been his delight; 

Bather should he consider *.,«' / 

Hts-hsgjpiness,\his joyjSjpd^happiness are dependwrb-cn her 
And the fulfilment of a t ft hi s suties. 

The wife is the constant and sacred source of life. 

For without her, 

Could the sages, even, themselves 
Have given tet± birth to a child? 7l<. >*• ** 


jff /» J 


$ * r ^ 
















MINE IS NOT A SONG OF LAUGHTER 


r< 


( r/ 

Mine is not a song of laughter gssl mirth, 

Eefr©shing wo^ry limbs; 

Mine is a stroke on the harp of fir© 

That u»i rft * e- £i -the q.\fi ck^aad the de ad. 

My song is an -sjwH^ee heat AD 

L©a*i®g.from a hundred blazing lossed, insults/ humiliations; 

it ^ ^ •SSHPS?***' ""f y* **f g/**w »" 

c captive - -r “—- 'y ^jY <*~*s*i 

Steaming from the/s±±f±at energy of the soul. 

Mine is £ song of gods and, devils 


Sung over the oh^ng of the oe-^-e — — 


.for nectar; 

*••: 4 . 

14-4s a song/over the drinking of gjakfetn-gsgissn Kalakuta poison 

- > “ • j> fT 

f #. Cs*** 

Tay Waewo -» conq.ueror of Death. 

"o. 5 ei!^ %p.on TfTWPff* hobbsi «$o* 

It is the pouring out of the generous "blood fu' 1 * f" v5 1T * ■ ■• ~ i 

,To ' «>?gM p the feet of the Mother; 

T X £ a. 4 >le A V a a 1 4 VI r« Tif A -v» r*. 

brothers at V breath. JVf0 


fpe Ji«irTI srxftft'* 



It is t» sending thought -g*"*? I» fl» *»* n P1T» 
That dispels, meanness, cowardice^ helplessness; 

It is the common seal 

That£i»**W<3 one form, one colour, one expression. 

****** . .... . 

It Is the voice of knaxrcriy scani-Med humanity 

Under^ mountain of insults; 

It is the voice of pride incarnate f « _ -• , w 

iUu ~7 . .Pjvic.r- 

Thafedeipises'the Vanity of oppressors. 

4 pnk- 

It is the deep £»«sid stroke 


jxa.p loeH^ioueg 


C* ^ 


■That awakens sleeping life J 
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t 

It is the song of the reg ia*t **t ■«» ■»«»- ^ 

k/vlv fr*X_ •V^^aa^ea-^ » 

To /recisaaa htmranlty^s-lost possessions. 

j^di..-t*=€ .'^..-i f* vi 

It is the awful history 


©f--thBxkBDJiii±a±iHHXBfxS±xin±±yxiH?aaaHj 

Of XX* Sivinity-in-mants humiliation; 

« 

Vj ********* 

It is the heart-std#***^ desire t 
To die for the aaiaass® of life. / 

s 




iff 

, it is i>be ton o£ sorrow 

, * «’* v 


Mg out whe^iPTr^hld^* ft* ffF GeupaxX 

'; ug jt j. s 'the ghoptr deterfeihati'oi. }°°^ 

I 4 : fa popp eapfeu r srug es-pa ppi IlE ca» - - 


Vhat faiughs t<> Whin tl»»^hmiM^ors of. tnanlrindr **ww«kw«&-IL 
cur %o 0 g c.Tf/rog ppji. a Tsj pour: .4 I 

v s&**r li h . liiTjft «l ^nr^i « 


,v\po cur jj.*.. pjQi 


Aeml 0J1 o{ 

*n.a»s^ 




a hundred wounds; 

hsusceir 


I.ol ipQ,q_ l&_pxrrj 

of **“ llf0 * 




JS& “-* e voicG or .^r children 

Vw . .crrVfiic-^ TIA0 2^TSfveT *+„ 


hxoin $oog 41071 cxea/p/rtea axe pciaj ----- .~ 

■ ! t/» ^4 <$A 

yjexap 6 x 4 

Translated from the Assamese of Ambikagiri Soy Chowdhury "by 

7 jj'i jijj j:/:e cawpooisn ©sriAiuHa* 

3 /TPJ 7 U /6 sng acrcxeg* jnacxff^f^JgfS&ijg^ 3 £ftuM<i^JPMftnutta 
jxp© apxTLcpuxne *. ppe 3 i axe arrppje’ aeuarraj Jipe CPT^ 03 ® corrxpeasraa 
js'Cjce^. pp 6 m* abesrp 40 X ppewaejAsa* jjjsI aping jxpe aexb 6 upa’ apTianis/pe 
G/xxxxea Mifjj ppexx Asrap hsxpjpioneg bjsppex 04 can^orra congiioenpa 4:0 

fipex^s- nbsnTapffg c* 94 ;? 


Mygcp Msra bxogrrceg - AexTjk* ppnp T a l c °g , ‘ 

nbon* sr Hrsrpexjs-j 40x10 /ah a hxogjxceg* a 0 XTA* •Pps'-f mt^exxs'T 40x10 
Re pxoog6g nbou ppe ianpexa* lxoib £P e,D Mjrejj pp62i. png peeu pxoogeg 


iep me oxespe 4 oog 40 A pp 6 nr* 

H© pe pponSpp grarae J 4 : h®*-® uom srxe A\oxjga sug M 0 xjg-&rrerxgx 8 xja* 


i&Tf "XnbsruT3psrg c* f^P 06^4:nlxi 

One mcra 4 : 004 ; geahjae j^oog* 

hoog 4 :xitj 2 i - 7 a 4 :}^ aorrxce 04 ^ye Mpoje Moxjg* 
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'the monks, 'Gather up Bahiya Daruciriya's body, monks, place it on a bed, 
carry it out, burn it, and make a tope for it; She a companion of yours in 
the life of purity, monks, has died' . 

'Yes, Venerable Sir' assented the monks, and, gathering up Bahiya 
Daruciriya 1 s body and placing it on a bed, they carried it out, burnt it, and 
made a tope for it. Then they went up to the Auspicious One, paid homage, 
and sat at one side. When they were seated they said to the Auspicious One, 
'Bahiya Daruciriya's body, Venerable Sir, has - been cremated, and a tope made 
for it._ What is his destiny? What is his future state?'. 

'Bahiya Daruciriya, monks, was intelligent; he practised in accordance 
with the^Doctrine; and he did not worry me with questions about the Doctrine. 
Bahiya Daruciriya, monks, is extinct.' 

Then the Auspicious One, concluding, on that occasion exclaimed: 


'Where there is no foothold 
For earth, fire, water, or air, 

There, is seen no starlight, 

And thera*- .the sun does not burn* 
There, no more the moon shines, 

And there, no darkness is found. 
When, with his own wisdom, 

The wise man, the Brahman, has seen, 
Then, from form and formless, 

From pleasure and pain, he is freed.' 


These words too, exclaimed by the Auspicious One, I heard thus. 


(Udana, I, 10) 
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